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HIGHLANDER ALPHA 


Stuart 


I was living on the wrong side o” the law when I met 
Mhairi... they call me the Black Ghost... the highwayman 
that robs from the rich to gi’e to the poor. I hae ne’er loved 
before, but as soon as I saw the lass, I knew she was the 
one for me. Barely eighteen years old, I am twice her age, 
but I canna get the lass oot o” ma’ mind, and since I stole 
that first kiss ma’ body has ached for her. 


I canna bear to see her wi’ anyone else, and when I see her 
dancing wi’ other young men at her party, ma’ jealousy is 
roused. I need to make her mine and quickly before she is 
claimed by another. 


I lust after her firm young body, but it is much deeper than 
that, we two are soul mates, and I need to hae her, to make 
her mine. I long to show her the pleasures o’ the flesh and 
join our bodies together as well as minds. I will stop at 
nothing to get the lass, e’en risk ma’ life to be wi’ her. 


The only trouble is, there is a price on ma’ head, and it is 
Mhairi’s father who has offered a reward... dead or alive. 


How can I win o’er this girl and her father to make this a 
happy ever after? 
Mhairi 


The Black Ghost comes straight out o’ ma’ dreams, stealing 
a kiss at midnight, and awakening a deep passion wi’in me, 
before disappearing back into the night. 


I canna get the man oot o’ ma’ head, and I can still feel his 
lips roughly pushing against mine, his strong arms about 
ma’ waist. 


He is older, strong and handsome, and the thought o’ him 
makes ma’ heart quiver. He is a wanted man, an outlaw, and 
I find him exciting and fearless... but danger lies behind 
that black mask. 


Will I e’er see him again, or will he remain ever a fantasy to 
tease me on dark winter nights? 


*Highlander Alpha is an insta-everything standalone 
instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger. 


NEWSLETTER 


Wake up to a free, new, original story on Easter morning by 
joining my mailing list and staying subscribed. 


Click here >> Get a FREE book for Faster 


PROLOGUE 


MHAIRI 


“Ye look beautiful tonight, Mhairi. Ye must be the most 
beautiful lass here.” 


His words are slippery smooth, but as I stare into the eyes 
o’ Samuel Barnes, his cold blue eyes look icy in the 
candlelight. He is one o’ the many boys I hae danced wi’ 
tonight, but he seems keen to be at ma’ side. I dinna ken 
him that much, but he is wealthy, and ma’ father likes him. 
He is handsome but is too sure o’ himself, and there is an 
arrogance about him that I dinna warm to. I smile and blush 
slightly, but tonight I hae a feeling o’ dread in ma’ heart. His 
grip on ma’ waist is too tight, and I pull away and try to 
laugh off the whole affair. 


“Well, I must admit that candlelight is very flattering... why 
even old Mrs Brookes looks beautiful this evening!” 


He laughs, but it doesnae reach his eyes, and he reminds 
me o’ a snake, and I shudder. Perhaps it’s just me, I hae 
been feeling strange o’er the past few months, and hae a 
deep longing for something, but I dinna ken what it is. I feel 
restless as if yearning for adventure, all o” ma’ thoughts 
jumbled up. 


Samuel Barnes is handsome enough, but I dinna feel 
anything for him, in fact, ye could say that I somewhat 


dislike him. There is something about him that makes ma’ 
blood run cold. I want something more in a husband, no’ 
just a wealthy man. Sometimes I wonder if there is 
something more to expect from life, from love? Is romance 
all make believe... is there such a thing as true love? 
Tonight, when Samuel looks at me, ma’ heart grows cold, 
but I wonder... is this the nearest thing I will e’er get to 
romance? 


I sigh with frustration, and Samuel smiles back at me, the 
smile o’ a serpent, and I feel his hand tighten even further 
around ma’ waist as if he owns me. 


“I'm looking forward to yer party on Saturday, Mhairi.” 


“Aye, it will be a grand affair... a masked ball... it will be 
fun.” 


“And ye will be eighteen, a young woman?” 
I laugh at his persistence. 
“Am I no’ a young woman now?” 


His eyes narrow for a moment. “Aye, but ye ken what I 
mean. Ye must be giving some thought about marriage?” 


I sigh again, and look away, concentrating on the dance. 
This is no’ a discussion I want to hae... especially no’ wi’ 
Samuel Barnes. 


He does no’ press me on the subject, but once again, I feel 
his arms tighten around ma’ waist... almost too tightly. 


When the dance finishes, I am keen to get away and talk wi’ 
ma’ friends. I feel awkward and claustrophobic and hae a 
yearning to get away from him... as far as I possibly can. 


“T will call on ye Saturday at noon.” It is a command, rather 
than a question. 


Inod quickly, eager to get away. 


CHAPTER ONE 


MHAIRI 


We are travelling back home. It has been a wonderful night 
with ma’ friends at Muir Ord, and ma’ feet hae no’ stopped 
dancing all evening. I would hae danced all night if father 
had let me, but he always insists on coming home at 
midnight. He is getting older, he had me late in life, having 
married a much younger woman, ma’ dearly departed 
mother. Secretly, I’m a little tired too, but I wouldnae let on 
to ma’ father. I stifle a yawn as the carriage trundles on into 
the night. For a moment, I am lost in the beauty o’ the 
darkness, the moon is round and full, and the sky 
bejewelled with a myriad o’ stars. It is the perfect night to 
fall in love, but I hae no beau o’ ma’ own. Aye, there were 
many canny lads at the dance tonight, and several took ma’ 
hand and gazed longingly into ma’ eyes, but I didnae feel 
anything for them, they are just friends, that is all. When I 
fall in love, I want someone to excite ma’ heart, make me 
feel alive, just like the heroines in the books that I read. I 
stare at the round silver moon, wishing in ma’ heart o’ 
hearts for a real man to love. The only blot on the evening 
has been Samuel Barnes. His family is wealthy, and I am 
sure that ma’ father would like to see me married to him. 
He is handsome enough, but he leaves me cold. Ma’ best 
friend, Davina Ross, thinks that I should marry him... she 


thinks he is handsome and secretly she is a little in love wi’ 
him herself. Well, she can hae him for all I care. 


“Whoa!” 


We come to an abrupt halt, and the whole carriage shakes 
from side to side. Father wakes from his nap, eyes suddenly 
alert and looking around him. 


“This damn carriage, I told young Sanderson to check the 
wheels afore we left, it’s too late to be stuck out here in the 
cold and dark.” 


Afore father can finish speaking, the carriage door rattles 
on its hinges before being thrust wide open. 


“Sanderson, what on earth is...” 


But it is no’ our driver, Sanderson. Instead, a giant o' a man 
wearing a black tricorn hat with a black mask o’er his face 
stoops slightly and faces us in the carriage, and although I 
am afraid, a sudden thrill passes through ma’ heart. 


“Good Lord, who are ye.” Ma’ father’s eyes bulge at the 
sight o’ the stranger. 


“Good evening Lady and Gentlemen, forgive ma’ intrusion, 
but would ye do me the honour o’ stepping outside for a 
moment, I hae a bit o’ business that I would like to discuss 
wi’ ye.” 


The man smiles and makes a small bow in mock deference 
as he holds open the carriage door. Ma’ father is fuming, his 
face burning wi’ rage, and he thumps the roof o’ the 
carriage angrily wi’ his cane. 


“Sanderson, what the hell is going on, man?” 


I see the masked man suppress a grin. 


“I am afraid that yer driver is indisposed for a wee while, 
now if ye will kindly step oot o' the carriage for me?” 


Ma' father looks across at me and then back at the man. 
“Do you know who I am, Sir... Til hae ye know that the 
Justice O’ The Peace is a very good friend o' mine?” 


The masked man bows again. “I am very pleased to hear 
that, Sir, but if ye wouldnae mind stepping oot o” the 
carriage for a wee moment?” 


Ma’ father has little choice but to get oot o’ the carriage, 
huffing and blowing at the indignity. I follow him, a little 
cautiously... ma’ heart beating wildly. 


The masked man is an imposing sight with a black cape 
across his broad shoulders. He towers o'er ma’ father, who 
now stands a little nervously, no’ quite as sure of himself as 
he was inside. I see the blue eyes twinkling behind the mask 
as the man looks me up and down, causing me to blush. 


A muffled cry comes from the top o’ the coach, and I look up 
to see poor Sanderson gagged and bound in the driver's 
seat. Ma” father stamps his polished ebony cane into the 
rough ground. 


“Good God, man, ye'd better no” hae hurt the poor devil. 
Now, sir, what is all this about?” 


It was rather obvious, and I thought rather a foolish 
question for ma’ father to ask. I hae ne’er seen a 
highwayman afore, but I hae certainly read about them in 
books. 


“Ah, it is just a simple matter, sir... and I won't take much o’ 
yer time. Now, if ye would be good enough to hand over any 
money or valuables on ye, then I will be on ma’ way.” 


The man tips his hat, somewhat comically, but I can see that 
ma’ father is far from amused. 


“You sir, are nothing but a common thief, a highwayman. I 
will see ye hung at the gallows for this!” Ma’ father waves 
his cane perilously close to the man’s face, who steps back 
and laughs. 


“In that case, sir, I had better be quick, now if you will allow 
me?” 


Grabbing ma” fathers stick, he throws it into the bushes, 
before patting his jacket. “Ah, I see ye hae a very fine gold 
watch and chain, sir, now it must weigh very heavily upon 
ye, allow me to lighten yer load a little?” 


Father struggles, but the man is too strong, and he soon has 
ma’ father’s watch, his wallet, and the few rings he wears. 


“This is a liberty sir, I will see that ye are hung for this... ye 
will no” get away wi' it.” 


I am watching ma’ father so intently that I dinna notice the 
mans blue eyes turn to me, and when I look up, his gaze 
meets mine, and for a moment I am lost in their depths. 


“And now for the beautiful young lady.” 


“Leave ma’ daughter alone, ye fiend!” Ma’ father tries to 
get between the highwayman and me, but it is o” little use. 


“Get in the carriage, quickly, Mhairi.” 


Ma’ father canna shield me for long, and suddenly a strong 
arm reaches around ma’ waist as the stranger pulls me 
towards him. 


“Mhairi ... why that is a pretty name, now what pretty 
things do ye hae for me?” 


He sees ma’ pearl and silver wristwatch, and soon it is in his 
pocket. It is a pretty trinket, but I can buy another one. I 
see his gaze travel to ma’ throat and instinctively ma’ hand 
touches the delicate gold locket and chain around ma’ neck. 
His hand finds the necklace, and I shiver as his fingertips 
gently touch ma’ bosom. 


“Please sir, dinna take the locket. It was ma’ late mother’s, I 
beseech ye, sir, please dinna take it.” 


I feel the tears start to well up in ma’ eyes as I feel his 
fingers curl around the small golden bauble as ifto snatch it 
away from me. For a moment, he hesitates as he gazes 
deeply into ma’ eyes. Up close, I can see how blue his eyes 
are, like the deep pools o’ the lochs. 


“Well, well, lassie. I dinna want to deprive ye o’ such a 
sentimental item, but what else can ye give me in return?” 
He half-smiles and raises his eyebrows, and I feel a sudden 
heat burn deep inside o' me. 


“I hae nothing else to give ye sir, I...I.” 


Without a moment’s hesitation, I feel his two strong arms 
encircle ma’ waist, and I let oot a small cry. 


“Let go of ma’ daughter, sir. Unhand her. Ye hae taken 
everything we hae.” 


Ma’ father pushes forward but dare no’ come too close. 


“There is just one thing young Mhairi can do for me... 
something that has more value than any jewels.” 


Before I can even blink, he pushes his face roughly towards 
me, his lips crashing against mine. I struggle, but his strong 
arms hold me tight, any hope o’ escape useless. I hae ne’er 
been kissed by a man before, and ma’ heart is beating so 
wildly that I think that I shall faint clean away. His lips are 


surprisingly soft, and I gasp as he seems to devour me, 
sucking and caressing on ma’ lips, and by the time he pulls 
away, I am breathless. 


For a moment, he holds me steady, his eyes shining brightly 
into mine. 


“Well, well, Mhairi. It is a long time since I kissed a lass as 
bonny as ye. That was worth more than any treasure in the 
world, and ye seemed to enjoy it too?” 


I suddenly feel embarrassed, incensed... how can this 
common thief think that I could enjoy such an uncouth and 
ungentlemanly act? Without thinking, I slap him straight 
across the face with ma’ gloved hand. 


“How dare ye take liberties wi’ me, Sir, now please unhand 
me, you hae had yer bit o’ fun. I am no’ one o’ yer usual 
common bit’s o’ stuff!” 


For a moment, his eyes widen, and for a second, I feel 
afraid... even ma’ father takes a deep intake o’ breath... this 
man could be capable o’ anything. Then he starts laughing, 
tears springing to his eyes. 


“Well, ye are a feisty thing, Mhairi beautiful and fiery. I like 
spunk in a woman, lass. Now, I hate to tear mysel’ away 
from ye, but if ye will both excuse me, there is more work to 
be done tonight. I thank ye for yer time.” 


With a mock and almost gallant bow, the man steps towards 
his horse, a beautiful black steed waiting patiently for him 
in the trees. He mounts quickly and turns one more time 
towards us. Feeling emboldened by his departure, ma’ 
father steps forward. 


“T ken who ye are Sir, ye are the Black Ghost I hae heard so 
much about. Dinna think ye will get away wi’ this. I shall see 
ye hang if it is the last thing that I do.” 


“In that case, I will see ye at the gallows, sir,” and with a 
final nod towards me, the masked man rides off into the 
night. 


Ma’ father's attention quickly turns to our young driver, 
Sanderson, and we both hurry to untie the poor man, and 
although a little shaken, he seems well enough. 


We are soon travelling the road back home, ma” father full 
o” fury and his pride badly shaken as he tells me o” his plans 
to see the Black Ghost captured. 


But I hardly hear his words, as I stare oot into the 
moonlight, thinking only o” the handsome stranger’s soft 
lips upon mine. 


CHAPTER TWO 


STUART 


As I ride oot into the night, I canna help but think o’ the 
bonny lass in the carriage, Mhairi..her name sits on ma’ 
lips as I follow the road home under the watchful eye o’ the 
moon. I hae to be careful on such a clear night, but after 
keeping mysel’ safe over in France during the seven-year 
war, I hae learned a few tricks about keeping mysel’ 
invisible, and blending into the countryside. Who could no’ 
think about such a fine-looking lass on such a night as this 
when the taste o’ her is still sweet on ma’ lips, the feel o’ 
her body still warm against mine. God, it has been years 
since I hae e’en been near a woman, and ma’ cock is stiff 
thinking about her. I shake ma’ head, she is only a chit o’a 
girl. I must be twice her age, and I laugh at ma’ own 
foolishness. I dinna ken what possessed me to kiss the lass, 
but I couldnae help mysel’. There was something about her, 
the auburn hair and eyes, the shape o’ her mouth ... the 
curve of her young breasts. I can almost feel her womanly 
curves pressing against me. And although the lass 
protested, she enjoyed it... I could tell by the flush in her 
cheeks, the beating o” her heart fluttering like a bird 
trapped inside a net. Aye, I had to kiss the lass, and now she 
is in ma’ blood... maybe I hae lived alone too long. 


As I ride o’er the hill, Cragmore Castle comes into view, it’s 
imposing turrets black against the inky sky. It is the same 
view I rode home to six years ago, tired and battle-weary 
and looking for a place to finally lay ma’ head. Ma’ father 
died while I was o’er in France, and now the castle and 
estate belonged to me... well, what was left. 


I had no’ seen it since I was a lad when I left home to join 
the army. I had ne’er been particularly close to ma’ father 
and ma’ mother died in childbirth, and for that sin ma’ 
father had ne’er forgiven me. I hadnae realised at the time 
the state o’ the castle... ma’ father had let the place fall into 
disrepair, and it was almost uninhabitable by the time I 
arrived, with only a few rooms livable. 


Well, I made it ma’ home, the best I could. There was no’ 
much o’ ma’ fathers wealth left by the time he died, well, 
no’ that I could see. There had been money and plenty o’ it, 
and an inheritance he always talked about. We had tried to 
patch things up between us in his latter years, and he even 
wrote to me a couple o’ times. His last letters mentioned the 
wealth o” Cragmore Castle, but when I arrived too late to 
see him one last time, there was nothing left in the bank. It 
had probably all been in ma’ father’s head, harking back to 
happier and more plentiful times. In his final years, it 
appeared that ma’ father had been a recluse, and probably 
no’ o’ sound mind. Apparently, he had withdrawn all o” his 
money from the bank and cashed in all o” his investments, 
but it seemed the money was long gone. He had e'en 
dismissed his faithful old servant, Alfred. 


At the time, all o” this didnae worry me... I didnae need 
much to get by. Old Alfred, ma’ father's faithful retainer was 
still living close by, and happy to see that some o” the old 
family existed, and welcomed home the prodigal son and 
insisted on coming to work for me, to look after me, 
although I wouldnae admit it that I needed it at the time. 


All o” ma’ life I hae been alone... ma’ mother dead in 
childbirth and ma’ father too busy and griefstricken to 
want a constant reminder o” his dearly departed wife. Aye, 
ye could say that I was used to being alone. 


I hae to admit that I was battle-weary, ma’ body was aching 
and tired. All I wanted to do was lock mysel’ away and live a 
quiet life for the rest o’ ma’ days. 


Or so I thought. After a few months, I grew restless, ma’ 
wounds healed... both those on ma” flesh and those inside 
ma’ head, for the wars, had left me wi’ many scars. Seeing 
men o’ ma’ regiment lying mangled and dead among the 
mud o' the battlefield is something a man can ne’er forget. 
But a man used to battle does no” lie still for long, and soon 
I was up and about, walking the land o’ ma’ father and 
those about to see what had happened in all o” the years I 
had been away. I was in for a shock. When I had left, the 
place had been a thriving community, honest- hard-working 
folk, wanting nothing more than to live as best they could, 
keep their bairns warm and fed, and live within God's laws. 
Most of the community had been driven away, forced oot by 
greedy landowners, using their land for the rearing o’ 
sheep and such like. The few crofts that remained were 
mere hovels, folks almost starving and nobody doing a thing 
about it. 


That is when the idea struck me. I didnae hae any money 
mysel’, but there were many wealthy landowners wi’ far too 
much wealth. I would take it upon mysel’ to acquire some o’ 
their wealth and distribute it among the poor... a regular 
Robyn Hode like in the old folk tales I read as a child. 


Old Alfred is waiting for me as I arrive at the castle. He 
must be over seventy... I ne’er think to ask his age, and I 
notice his white hair at the doorway, stark against the 


darkness o” the night. I hear the relief in his voice as I 
approach as he waves the lantern in ma’ direction. 


“Master Robinson. Thank goodness ye are back. I was 
startin’ to get worried about ye.” 


I laugh as he takes the reigns o” Bess. 


“Ye say that every time, Alfred. Ye worry about me like a 
wife.” 


“Well, Sir. Ye do seem rather later than usual tonight, and a 
wife would nay be too bad thing for ye?” 


“And who would take me on, Alfred?” 
We laugh, having had this conversation many times over. 


“Well, I will no’ be here forever to look after ye, Sir. A 
woman about the place would be a comfort to ye.” 


“Ye will outlive me, Alfred. Now let's get inside and look at 
the spoils o' war.” 


O” course, Alfred kens all about ma’ activities... encourages 
me e’en, although he does worry. 


The old castle may look like a ruin from the ootside, but wi’ 
the help o’ Alfred, the wing we occupy is cosy and snug. A 
vast fire waits for me in the hearth, and as I sit, Alfred 
scuttles away to fetch me a bowl o’ broth. 


The fire feels good, and I empty the contents o’ ma’ loot bag 
oot ontae the floor, the contents glinting in the firelight. The 
little pearl and silver wristwatch falls by ma’ feet, and I pick 
it up. It is small and delicate and handsomely made... just 
like its owner, and for a moment I think back to that kiss, 
those green eyes, her hair as red as the flames flickering 
before me. Something stirs deep wi’in ma’ heart, and a dull 
ache passes through ma’ chest, unused to such feelings. 


“Yer broth, Sir.” 


Alfred looks at me strangely, and I wonder how long he has 
been watching me. 


Ha... I must be goin’ soft in the head. I shake mysel’ and 
take the bowl and eat hungrily, handing the delicate watch 
to the old man. 


“A beautiful item, sir. And one that appears to hae belonged 
to a young lady?” 


He raises his eyebrows, questioningly. 


“Aye, a young lass and her father on their way home from a 
Ball. They did no’ hae too many items worth taking. The 
young lassie had a locket around her neck, but she said it 
was her late mother's, and I dinna feel as though I should 
take it.” 


Alfred smiles. 
“Ye are goin’ soft, Sir. An attractive young lady, no doubt? 
I almost choke on the broth. 


“Nothin’ gets passed ye, Alfred. Aye, I guess she was canny 
enough. She was only a chit o’ a girl.” 


I feel Alfred is smiling and still looking at me. I dinna 
respond but instead indicate the rest o” the trinkets laying 
on the floor. 


“See if we hae anything o’ value, Alfred. I would like to gi’e 
ol’ Mrs Adams some money to help that poor sick boy o’ 
hers.” 


He stops before me and pulls oot the leather wallet 1 
accosted from the girl's father. Opening it up, he pulls oot a 
few gold coins and notes. 


“Only a few pounds, but it will no doubt help the young lad. 
Nothing else in here but a small calling card. TIl throw it on 
the fire.” 


“No, wait.” 


Before he can burn the small card, I snatch it oot o” his 
hand, feeling his eyebrows raised towards me once again. 


“T was just curious to who he might be... that is all.” 
“Yes, Sir... very good, sir.” 


I turn the little card over. It is edged in gold and has letters 
o” black ink. 


THOMAS BROWN 
TOP CREST 
Fort William 


I ken the place, it's a little o’er 20 miles west o” the castle. I 
muse on the card for a moment... Mhairi Brown. 


“Something o’ interest, Sir?” 
Nothing escapes Alfred. 


“Just the address o” the people in the carriage I held up 
tonight, Alfred ... a Mr Thomas Brown.” 


“And no doubt his bonnie daughter. Well, if that is all, Sir, PU 
leave ye to yer musings. This old man needs his bed.” 


With a smile, Alfred pours me a good measure o” whiskey 
before leaving me alone for the night. 


I sit by the fire, staring into its flickering depths. I’m not 
sure if it is tiredness or the whiskey taking hold, but all I 
can See is a pair 0’ green eyes staring back at me. 


CHAPTER THREE 


MHAIRI 


When we reach home, I go straight to ma’ room. Father is 
in such a temper, and I hear him slam the door to his study 
as I climb the stairs. Ma’ head is still light, and I feel giddy 
as I sit on ma’ bed... still thinking about those eyes behind 
the mask... the feel o’ his lips upon mine. Within a second, 
Rachael, ma' ladies maid enters the room to help me 
undress. 


“What on earth is a matter wi’ yer father... he sounds as if 
he is in a foul temper? Did someone upset him tonight?” 


“You could say that, Rachael. We were held up by a 
highwayman and robbed on the way home.” 


Rachael's eyes almost pop oot o’ her head. 


“Och, Mistress. Are ye alright? How awful for ye. Did he 
take much from ye?” 


“Oh. It was no’ so bad. He took ma’ silver and pearl watch, 
that is all and some money from ma’ father, but there is no 
real harm done.” 


Rachael sits on the bed, her face as white as a sheet. 


“Oh, lordy. Ye could hae both been killed. I hae heard all 
about these highwaymen. Terrible men they are Miss and 


would shoot ye dead without a second thought. And ye sit 
there so calm. If it had been me, I would hae fainted quite 
away, I’m sure o’ it Miss.” 


“Oh, Rachael. Calm yersel’. It wasnae that bad. In fact, our 
highwayman was quite the gentleman... he e’en let me keep 
ma’ mother's locket. Now that doesnae sound like a man 
that would kill for sport, does it?” 


Rachael doesnae look convinced. 


“Still, Miss. He did rob ye and take that beautiful silver 
watch. Yer life was in peril whatever you say. Oh, Miss!” 


With that, the poor maid bursts into tears, and I wrap ma’ 
arms around her. She is only a girl o' my age and is inclined 
to be dramatic. 


“Now, now, Rachael. There's really no need to take on so. I 
am here, unharmed... ye read too many o” those cheap 
novels.” 


“The man didnae touch me... well... no” really ...” 


Of course, ma’ words are no’ strictly true, and I feel ma’ 
face colouring as I think about the kiss. It does no’ escape 
the girl's beady eyes. 


“What do ye mean... no’ really? He didnae molest ye did 
he?” Her eyes are wide and bright, and I think for a 
moment, whether I should tell her all. 


“No, no’ molest me, Rachael.. but...but he did kiss me.” 


At the mention of the kissing, the poor lass almost faints 
onto the floor, and I hae to wrap ma’ arms about her to stop 
her from falling and hurting hersel’. 


“Tam sorry, Miss. I thought ye said he kissed ye?” 
I nod and laugh. 


“Yes, he did kiss me... I was stood there, and he just 
grabbed me and kissed me on the lips.” 


“Och, Miss. How terrible for ye.” 


I canna help but suppress a smile. “Yes, Rachael, it was 
terrible, and I slapped him for his impudence. Now I think 
ye had better go to bed. I can look after mysel’ tonight. I 
think that ye are more shocked than I am about this whole 
affair. Now, be off with ye, and no’ a word to anyone else 
about this.” 


The dramatic Rachael crosses herself and swears no’ to tell 
a soul, before hurrying off to her bed, no doubt to dream 
about swarthy highwaymen. 


In the candlelight, I study ma’ face in the mirror... I feel so 
changed, so different. The same green eyes look back at 
me, but there is something deep within them that is new. A 
knowledge... something I hae learned this evening. I hae 
kissed a man... a handsome stranger and just the thought of 
him makes ma’ heart skip several beats. O” course it is a 
silly notion, I shall ne'er see the man again, and yet 
something in ma’ heart tells me that I shall no’ forget him 
either. 


I dinna sleep well, replaying the scene over and over in ma” 
head until I am almost exhausted, and I wrap ma’ arms 
instinctively around mysel’, thinking o’ his strong arms 
around me. I feel a heat burn deep wi’in me, and a curious 
sensation between ma’ legs, like hot coals are burning ma’ 
insides. When I do eventually sleep, I dream about a tall, 
dark masked man. I am wearing only ma’ nightdress, and 
he is looking at me as though I am naked. His hand reaches 
oot to touch me, first ma’ waist and then ma’ breast. It is so 
warm... I can feel the heat from him all around me. He 
bends forward to kiss me, but first, Ineed to do one thing. 


Reaching forward, I grab at his mask wanting to reveal the 
man beneath. 


“Miss Mhairi, wake up... wake up.” 


The bedclothes are wrapped tightly around me, and I feel 
hot. It is light ootside, and the sun is streaming directly 
through the window and onto the bed. 


“What time is it, Rachael?” I try to sit up and pull myself 
back from the dream. 


“Why, Miss. It is after ten. Yer father has already had 
breakfast.” 


I scramble quickly oot o’ bed. Ma’ father hates me lying in 
bed, and will be angry. 


“Quickly, fetch ma’ day dress and ma’ slippers... how does 
father seem this morning?” 


“Well, Miss. I’ve heard him rather than seen him. He sent 
for the Justice o’ the Peace early on, and he has been 
shouting all morning in his study.” 


It takes me a moment to figure oot what is going on, then it 
all floods back to me. The handsome highwayman. No’ 
wanting to discuss the matter any further with Rachael, I 
dress quickly and make ma’ way downstairs. 


As I reach the bottom step, I can hear ma’ father’s voice, 
booming from behind his study door. It is partly ajar, and I 
tiptoe quietly down the hall and stand ootside to listen. 


“Ne'er mind my inconvenience. It is Mhairi's 18% birthday 
party in a few days, and we will hae all o’ the best families 
from miles around. We canna hae such a blackguard on the 
loose. This... this... Black Ghost... or whatever they are 
calling him... some fanciful romantic name dreamed up by a 
woman no doubt. Well, this man is a thief and a murderer, 


and I shall catch him and see him hung if it's the last thing I 
do.” 


His words cause a chill to pass o’er ma’ heart. Is it true that 
the man who kissed me last night is a murderer? Surely 
such a man would no’ hae let me keep ma’ mother’s locket, 
and why did he no’ kill us?... it would hae been easy 
enough. The man ne’er e’en threatened us... allhe did was 
to kiss me. 


“And the man dared to molest ma’ daughter... poor Mhairi... 
she was so distressed. Our wives and daughters are no’ 
safe, and the sooner that man is caught and hanged, the 
better! He would hae killed us both had I no’ threatened 
him wi’ ma’ position.” 


A sudden wave of anger washes through ma’ heart at ma’ 
father's version o’ the truth. I tap quickly at his door and 
enter before being asked to. 


He looks around in surprise, and I see that Michael McKay 
is sat in front o’ him, the local Justice of the Peace. He 
stands as I enter. 


“Ah. Mhairi. Good morning. I was just telling Mr McKay 
here of our horrific experience last night. Look at the poor 
girl, Michael, she has hardly slept a wink.” 


“I am well, father. I slept well, thank ye. I must admit, I was 
a little shaken after last night’s adventure, but nothing 
more.” 


Ma’ Father’s eyes nearly pop oot o’ his head. 


“Little adventure... LITTLE ADVENTURE. Ma’ girl, we were 
almost murdered in cold blood, and you call it a little 
adventure.” 


“But Father, the man did no’ even hae a pistol. I dinna think 
he intended to harm us.” 


“But... but Miss Mhairi. Your father tells me that the man... 
molested ye? 


Both men stand, staring at me as if expecting me to break 
down into tears at any moment. 


“Well, Mr McKay, he kissed me... if that is what ye mean by 
molesting me, but I assure ye, I am quite unharmed.” 


This is definitely NOT what ma’ father wants to hear, and he 
dismisses me quickly wi’ a wave o” his hand. 


“The girl is still in shock, Michael, yet to come to her senses. 
O’ course... silly women think that such a man is a romantic 
figure... a hero and no’ the thief and murderer that he 
really is. Now, go and eat something, Mhairi... we will talk 
about this later. Now, I need to make some plans with Mr 
McKay here to apprehend this beast, and bring him to the 
justice he deserves!” 


CHARTER FOUR 


STUART 


I stay awake until the wee hours, staring into the fire until it 
is nothing more than a red line o’ glowing embers. 
Something has happened tonight that has shocked me. Ma’ 
heart is yearning for a lass that I hardly ken... a mere slip o” 
a girl and one I robbed... her father too. Nothing could hae 
prepared me for such thoughts. Until tonight, I ne’er really 
knew how lonely ma’ life had become... how much I longed 
for someone’s soft touch. But it is more than that. When I 
think o’ that bonnie face... the deep green eyes and the 
auburn hair, see that mouth again... the red lips full and 
ripe for plucking... the gentle curves o’ her blossoming 
body... there is a fire in ma’ belly and in ma’ loins. I crave 
this young lass like a drug. 


Maybe she has put a spell on me wi’ those witches eyes, but 
ma’ groin strains under the throbbing o’ ma’ hard cock. I 
hae a primal craving, and I ken that I need this lass, need to 
bury mysel’ deep inside her... spread ma’ seed and make 
her ma’ own, hae ma’ bairns and carry on ma’ name. 


Perhaps I am tired, getting old. Forty years and I feel as old 
as methuselah himself. I drain the last o” the whiskey from 
the bottle and close ma’ eyes. Mhairi Brown... the very 
name is like salve to ma’ weary mind. 


“Master Robinson, Sir?” 


Ma’ neck is stiff and aching from fallin asleep in the chair, 
and I twist uncomfortably, irritated to be woken from ma’ 
dreaming. 


“Sir, it is late, and ye promised to go and see Mrs Adams 
and little Tommy this morning.” 


Ma’ head is still fuzzy from the bottle o” whiskey I supped, 
but at the mention o’ the boy's name, I begrudgingly open 
one red eye. 


“Bring me some tea, Alfred, and I’ll go and freshen mysel' 


up.” 
Staggering to ma’ feet, a small slip o’ paper falls from ma’ 
knees, and Alfred immediately bends to pick it up. 


“Ahem, Sir. I believe ye dropped this?” 


He hands me the calling card o” Mr Thomas Brown, and I 
hastily put it into ma’ pocket. 


“Thank ye, Alfred. That will be all.” 
XXXX 


Seeing Mrs Adams face and her son, Tommy makes all ma’ 
nightly pursuits and dangers worth it. She can hardly 
believe it when I hand o’er the money, kindly donated by Mr 
Brown. Now at least she can afford the medicine and food 
to make her young boy healthy again. I ride off, waving 
goodbye o’ course they ken nothing o’ where the money 
comes from... assume it is from ma’ own purse I suppose. I 
intend to ride straight back to the castle, I hae a few papers 
to sort oot, but it is such a beautiful day with the purple 
heathers in full bloom, that I turn ma’ horse and ride oot to 


the west, and consciously or unconsciously find mysel’ on 
the road to Fort William. 


Up to this point, I had ne’er really thought much about 
being caught, being taken to the gallows. O’ course it was 
always in the back o” ma’ mind, but no’ something I 
especially feared. But now, something new is in ma’ heart... 
it sounds ridiculous, but I can almost see a future... this 
dried up, tired old heart o’ mine has found a reason to live. 


All foolish nonsense o” course, but about half a mile away 
from Fort William I stop off at an Inn, to take refreshment, 
and to see what I can find oot about the lass. 


The place is busy, filled wi’ local farmworkers and 
journeymen, being one o” the main roads into Inverness. I 
slip in, unnoticed, and mingle with the folks inside. Ma’ 
throat is parched, and I'm soon downing a tankard o' 
refreshing ale. It slips down easily, and I order another from 
a buxom, young bar wench. She giggles and flutters her 
eyelashes at me, her ample bosom spilling o’er her tight 
tunic as she puts on a display for me. She makes me think 
about Mhairi, and I feel ma’ manhood start to tingle in ma’ 
breeches. 


“Are ye a local lass?” I put on ma’ best smile and watch the 
lass blush. 


“Aye sir, I hae lived here all o” ma’ life... since I was a wee 
girl.” 


“Then ye will ken most o’ the folks around these parts?” 
“Oh, aye, sir. I guess there's no one that I dinna ken.” 


I hesitate and take a drink o’ the new pint that's just been 
poured. No’ wanting to seem too eager. 


“I used to ken a man in these parts, but I'm no’ too sure if 
he’s still around?” 


“Well, sir... who might that be? I might ken something 
about him?” 


I smile and take another drink. 
“His name is Thomas Brown from Fort William.” 


She stands and thinks for a moment, hands-on-hips, and I 
stand and watch as she cogitates. 


“Well, Sir. The only Thomas Brown I ken would be about 
your age, he has a daughter, a bit younger than me. I seen 
her in the town sometimes. Now... what do they call her... 
Mary... Martha... no, ah... now I’ve got it, Mhairi.. Mhairi 
Brown. They live in one o' the big houses just oot o” town... 
Top Crest, they call it. Now, I should hae remembered... one 
o’ ma’ friends is a seamstress and is making a new dress for 
the girls birthday party. It is her eighteenth birthday on 
Saturday, and there's to be a party at the house... a masked 
ball. A very grand affair by all accounts. ” 


I shake ma’ head and down the last o’ ma’ pint. The girl has 
told me sufficient information, but I am cautious, and dinna 
want her to ken that she’s on the right track. 


“Ah, it canna be the same Thomas Brown... he ne’er 
married. Ne’er mind... I am only passing through.” 


Leaving a coin on the bar top, Imake ma’ way oot of the Inn 
and feel the poor maids disappointed gaze as she watches 
me go. 


Eighteen years old... Mhairi Brown is only eighteen years 
old! 


The thought fills ma’ head, and I shake mysel’ in disbelief. I 
ken that the lass was young, but I am more than twice her 


age... old enough to be her father. What would a young 
lassie like that want wi’ an old fart like me? 


Still, ma’ heart is curious, and I ride on into Fort William, 
keeping an eye oot for a large house on the approach into 
town. Eventually, I spy a set o’ iron gates, set into the 
hedgerow, beyond a broad and sweeping gravel drive that 
disappears into the trees. Across the top o’ the gates in 
iron-lettering are the words ‘Top Crest’. It is the place... the 
home o’ Mhairi Brown. 


The place is bordered by fields, and crossing the dirt track, 
I gallop across the fields adjacent to the gravel drive. 
Eventually, I see it, a magnificent house... it's chimneys just 
discernible through the trees. Ma” heart starts to beat fast, 
knowing Mhairi is probably no’ far away. There is little Ican 
do for now. On Saturday it will be her eighteenth party, a 
masked ball, and I will hae to wait until then. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


MHAIRI 


Rachael wakes me on the morning of ma’ eighteenth 
birthday. It is a misty morning, with the sun just starting to 
stir through the skies. She stands beside me, as excited as a 
kitten. 


“What time is it?” 


I can hardly open ma’ eyes, and I stifle a yawn. I had just 
been enjoying a dream about ma’ handsome stranger, and 
didnae want to leave it. I hae been dreaming o’ the man, 
ever since that night, and I always wake with a weight on 
ma’ heart knowing that I will ne’er see the man again. 


“Why, Miss. It’s after seven.” 
I look at her in bewilderment. 


“After seven? Rachael, are ye oot o’ yer mind? Now leave 
me to rest... ‘tis barely light.” 


“But, Mistress, are ye no’ forgetting what day it is today? 
‘Tis yer eighteenth birthday, and there is so much to 
prepare!” 


I peer through the blankets at her. 
“Like what?” 


“Like yer party Miss. Oh, ye must bathe and wash yer hair, 
and ye ken how long it takes to dry. And then we must try 
on yer costume.” 


It is o” no use. Rachael will no’ be quiet, and reluctantly I 
pull back the sheets. 


Slipping on ma’ dressing gown, I sit on the edge o’ the bed, 
trying to wake mysel’ as Rachael prattles on. 


“And do no’ forget, Master Barnes is calling on ye this 
afternoon. Och, mistress, are ye no’ excited?” 


To be truthful, I hadnae even remembered he was calling. 
“Excited about what?” 
Rachael blushes and twists her hands. 


“Oh, Miss. Surely ye ken what this means. Master Barnes is 
sure to ask for yer hand today. How romantic on yer 
eighteenth birthday.” 


I shake ma’ head, wondering if I hae heard correctly. 


“Dinna be silly, Rachael. What e’er put that idea into yer 
head. He is just calling to see if he can help with the party. 
That is all.” 


Rachael giggles. 


“Oh, Miss. There’s no need to be coy with me. All o’ the 
kitchen staff are speaking about it. One o’ the maids at Muir 
Ord was telling the cook how Master Samuel Barnes was 
paying you attention at the Ball at Muir Ord, and everyone 
is expecting wedding bells.” 


“Well, there’s no need.” 


I snap at the poor girl, more than is necessary, immediately 
regretting my sharpness. Since the night o’ ma’ first kiss, I 


seem more restless than e’er. 


“I'm sorry, Rachael, but that's nonsense, you should know 
better than to listen to kitchen gossip. Now fetch the water 
to wash ma’ hair.” 


My maid scuttles away, poor girl... I will make it up to her 
later, but I’m in no mood for idle gossip, especially when it 
concerns Samuel Barnes and mysel’. I had no’ thought 
about that particular boy since the dance... other thoughts 
had replaced him. It was true, he was paying me a great 
deal o’ attention... but? Nay, the lass, must hae it wrong... 
how the servant's gossip. 


I laugh at the thought and am still smiling when Rachael 
returns with the water to wash ma’ hair. 


Once she has put the bowl down near the fire, I go and hug 
her. 


“I'm sorry I was so sharp wi’ ye. Perhaps I am anxious about 
the party tonight. Now, let’s get ma’ hair washed.” 
XXXX 


Just as I hear the grandfather clock on the stairs chime 
midday, Rachael rushes into ma’ room wi’ oot knocking. She 
is breathless, and her face is flushed. 


“He is here, Mistress!” 


I had just been thinking about ma’ handsome highwayman, 
and for a split-second, I think she is talking about him, and I 
feel mysel’ blush. 


“Tve shown Master Barnes into the parlour, yer father is 
with him now.” 


Samuel Barnes, of course. Once again, I had entirely 
forgotten all about him. I'm no’ in the mood for him, but I 
suppose I will hae to see him. I look up to see Rachael 
grinning at me. She has obviously mistaken ma” blushes for 
another reason completely. I hae no time to argue. 


“Tell him I will be down presently. If ma’ father is there, 
then he can wait a few moments.” 


Rachael giggles as she leaves me to compose mysel’. 


Both ma’ father and Samuel rise to greet me as I step into 
the parlour. I hope the visit will be a short one I hae much 
to prepare before the party. Ma’ father clears his throat and 
turns towards the door as I sit. 


“Well, I will leave ye two alone. I will see ye later, Samuel?” 
The boy nods and remains standing until father leaves. 


For some unknown reason, I feel nervous. Samuel stands 
arrogantly in front o” me, and for a moment, he doesnae 
speak. 


I try to break the feeling o’ awkwardness. 


“Well, it is a nice day for ma’ party, Samuel. I am looking 
forward to it. hae ye got yer costume ready?” 


He walks to the window, his hands twitching and tapping by 
his side. Ma” heart starts to sink. 


“Ma’ costume is Marie Antoinette... what about...” 


I dinna get to finish ma’ sentence, before Samuel turns 
around and walks quickly to ma’ chair. 


“Mhairi, I hae just been talking wi’ yer father.” 


“Aye?” I can feel ma’ heart start to quicken, and a sudden 
fear makes me shiver. 


“L.. I hae come here today to ask for yer hand.” 


I look up at him, bewildered as all o” a sudden he is 
grasping ma’ hand, tightly in his. 


“I am asking ye to marry me... ye little fool.” 


His eyes are small and black, and I am reminded o’ a snake 
again. I swallow hard and feel ma’ whole body freeze for a 
moment. 


“I ken that ye like me, Mhairi, ye dinna hae to pretend 
anymore. I heard ye sigh as I held ye at the dance, saw ye 
blush in ma’ arms. Ye ken it is for the best. I hae already 
asked yer father's permission, and we hae his blessing.” 


I am gobsmacked, utterly gobsmacked. Rachael was right, 
the servant's gossip was right... everyone has seen this 
coming except me. Did I lead him on at the dance? Give him 
any hope... ? I feel ma’ head shaking, unconsciously. 


“L.. Icanna marry ye, Samuel.” 


Ma’ words make him grab ma’ hand even tighter, and for a 
moment he seems angry, before relenting a little. 


“I understand Mhairi. I expect it is a bit o’ a shock to ye? We 
dinna hae to get married straight away... but I thought it 
being yer eighteenth birthday...” 


I stand quickly, panic racing through ma’ heart, and walk to 
the window and gaze oot at the fields beyond. 


“Samuel, this is all a surprise... I dinna ken what to say.” 


And it was true. Samuel was probably the most eligible 
young man for miles around, perhaps I was making a huge 
mistake... but? Of course, I had ma’ notions o” what love 
should be about. As I look oot o’ the window, I feel that kiss 
on ma” lips again, his warm breath on ma” cheek. The 


masked stranger... the Black Ghost. But what if I should 
ne’er see him again? He has probably kissed dozens o’ 
young girls like me. 


I turn to see Samuels serious gaze, his eyes watching me 
cooly. I dinna ken what to say... maybe the whole o” ma’ 
future happiness depends on ma’ next words? 


“I thank ye for yer very generous and kind offer, Samuel. I 
must say it hae come as a shock to me... can I hae a little 
time to think about it?” 


The side o’ his face begins to twitch, and I get the sense 
that he is annoyed wi’ me. He bites his lip before speaking. 


“I understand that it is most common for a woman to keep a 
man waiting on such matters. Aye, ye can hae some time... 
but dinna leave it too long, Mhairi.” 


His words feel like a threat, and with a small bow, he leaves, 
slamming the door behind him. Anyone would think that I 
had turned him down point-blank. 


Ma’ stomach churns. I hae been so looking forward to ma’ 
party tonight, but now ma’ heart feels heavy. I feel trapped 
as if ma’ whole life has already been mapped oot for me. A 
life where I greet each day and end each day with Samuel 
Barnes. It could be worse, o’ course. I would ne’er want for 
anything in ma’ entire life. Well, nothing except real love 
and adventure. 


I stare oot into the beauty o” the morning 


Oh, handsome stranger... if only ye had no’ kissed me... will 
ma’ heart e'er be at rest? 


CHAPTER SIX 


STUART 


Alfred looks me up and down. 
“Are ye sure ye will be alrigh’ dressed like this, Sir?” 


I see the look o” concern, wrinkling ma’ poor retainers 
brow. 


“Aye, dinna fash, Alfred. Tis a masked ball... no one will gi’e 
me a second glance dressed like this.” 


I suppose that I am pushing ma’ luck a wee bit, dressed in 
the black cloak and mask o’ ma’ alter ego- the Black Ghost, 
but I reckon that no one will think that the real Black Ghost 
would dare to show his face in public. I laugh, 
congratulating mysel’ at what a grand joke I shall be 
playing. 


“Be careful, Sir. That's all I am saying.” 


“Well, look at it this way, Alfred. I might e’en get the chance 
to look o’er some potential clients. Check the necks 0’ some 
o’ the ladies for their fine gold and diamonds?” 


“That is no’ even funny, Sir.” 
I try and hide a smile. 


“T suppose no’, Alfred.” 


“Dinna let that young lass turn yer head so far that it ends 
up on the gallows.” 


It is true... it is a sobering thought, but I must see the lass. 


“All will be well, Alfred. I dinna intend staying long, just 
enough to see her. I promise that I will no’ do anythin’ 
foolish.” 


Alfred just shakes his head. 
“For fools rush in where angels fear to tread... Sir” 


It is a clear night as I set off o’er the moors towards Fort 
William. I wait until it is quite dark... taking heed o’ Alfred 
no’ to be too cocksure in ma’ adventure and I can travel 
more safely under the cover o’ nightfall. By the time Bess is 
trotting quietly across the fields, adjacent to the house, the 
moon is high in the heavens, and I can see the twinkling of 
lights between the trees. The ball is already well underway, 
and I can hear the strains o’ the orchestra drifting in the 
warm night air. I hae no plan but to bluff ma’ way inside... 
and in this costume, it should be easy. I tie Bess to a tree... 
she has been well trained and will wait patiently for ma’ 
return. 


A few people are milling around ootside on the balcony, so I 
creep along the line o’ trees, disguised in the shadows. The 
balcony doors are drawn wide open, with people stepping 
oot for some fresh air amid the dancing. All I hae to do is 
boldly walk up the steps through those doors, just as if I am 
aninvited guest that has been oot for a strollin the garden. 


It’s quite surreal, seeing everyone in costume... everyone 
behind a mask. Anyone could be... anyone. One lady giggles 
and points me oot to her friend, and Inod gallantly. 


“Och, what I would gi’e to be held up by a handsome 
highwayman.” The two ladies giggle behind their fans, as I 


make a mental note o' the jewels at their throats. 


But I am no’ here to plunder the rich, tonight I only hae one 
mission... to find the delectable Mhairi. 


As I walk into the Ballroom, I almost bump into Thomas 
Brown, the father of Mhairi. I recognise his stern 
demeanour at once, and he glares at me for a moment, and 
I feel ma’ heart start to race... thinking that perhaps he has 
recognised me. Then he laughs or rather he makes a noise 
between a laugh and a sneer. 


“Watch yersel’ man... dressed like that ye might find yersel' 
hung at the gallows.” 


I smell the whiskey on his breath... the man is half soaked 
already, so I smile and move on quickly before he gets a 
chance to look at me more closely. The ballroom is full, 
those no” already dancing are either sat or stood around 
the room, watching the couples as they circle the dance 
floor. Many o’ the men are dressed as fops or dandies from 
a past era, and the ladies all wear elaborate costumes o’ silk 
and lace... even feathers, and o’ course each and everyone 
o” then wears a mask. I push through the bustles and fans 
until I am at the edge o” the dance floor and I scan the 
dancers for a sign 0” Mhairi. It should no’ be difficult to spot 
her, with her bright auburn hair. But as I look around, I fail 
to place her red hair. It is only then that I realize ma’ 
mistake... most 0’ the women are wearing powdered wigs. I 
start to peer more closely at the faces ... after all, iti s her 
party... she must be here. 


And then I spot her at the far side o' the dancefloor, a young 
man has his arms around her waist, and he is spinning her 
gently along the floor. I start to breathe hard, ma” heart 
quickening at the mere sight o’ her. I can only see the side 
o” her face, but it is most definitely her, the most beautiful 
girl at the Ball. I could ne’er forget the turn o” her cheek, 


the shape o’ her nose... all etched upon ma’ mind for 
eternity. 


The lad wi’ his arm about her waist is merely a boy... a pale 
looking youth who doesnae seem to hae been too long from 
his mother’s breast. It is a foolish thing to admit, but I feel a 
pang o” jealousy rip through ma’ heart as he bends towards 
her... their faces almost touching as he whispers something 
into her ear. I watch as she turns her face upwards towards 
him and laughs and a dull ache passes through me, as 
though I hae just been kicked in the stomach. 


Alfred was right. What a fool I hae been to come here, 
risking ma’ life for what? For a lass that I dinna ken 
anything about, a lass that is half ma’ age... Ihae been an 
idiot. Ihae another saying for Alfred ‘there is no fool like an 
old fool”. 


I stand and watch, mesmerised as the couple dance 
towards where I am standing. Although ma’ head is telling 
me to leave immediately, ma” feet obey ma” heart and stand 
their ground. As they move closer, I dinna ken if I want the 
lass to see me or no”, so I turn ma’ head quickly away so 
that she doesnae notice me. 


I am just about resigned to leave, when the music stops and 
I watch him head towards the drinks table, leaving Mhairi 
for a moment to talk with her friends. 


It is now or never. 


Seizing ma’ chance, I walk straight across the dance floor 
to where the lass is standing. She looks breathtaking, 
wearing a gown 0’ silver silk wi’ ostrich feathers in her hair. 
As I watch, the band strikes up for the next dance, and I 
boldly step forward. 


“Ah, the birthday girl. Ye ladies will forgive me if I claim this 
dance?” 


Before the lass has a chance to object, I grab her by a 
gloved hand and pull her onto the dance floor, ma’ arm 
snaking around her slim waist. I see those deep emerald 
green eyes turn from surprise to recognition and quickly 
back to surprised again. Feelin’ the lass against ma’ body 
causes ma’ cock to strain for her... god... I hae ne’er 
wanted a lass so much in all o’ ma’ life. 


a Yo u! n 


I pull her firmly to me, lest she breaks oot into a scream. I 
had ne’er thought what her reaction might be on seeing me 
again and had only considered ma’ own feelings. One word 
from this lass could send me to the gallows. 


“Aye, lassie. ‘Tis me. I couldnae let yer birthday go by wi’oot 
bringing ye a little present.” 


Diving into ma’ pocket, I pull oot the delicate silver and 
pearl wrist watch. 


“I believe this is yers?” 


Her green eyes glare angrily back at me... this is no’ the 
reaction I was expecting. She looks flustered. 


“How dare ye come back here after holding up our carriage 
the other night. Ma’ father has a reward on yer head... 
dead or alive.” 


I pull her a little closer. 


“And is that what ye want, Mhairi... to see me dead? That is 
no’ very polite when all I came back for was a wee kiss.” 


I feel her body twist in ma’ arms as she tries to get away 
from me. 


“Let me go... you oaf. Ye are nothing but a common thief. I 
should hae ma’ father and his men set upon ye...” 


The girl protests too much, and I see her cheeks start to 
colour. 


“T will only let ye go if ye promise to behave and no’ gie me 
away?” 


She holds steady in ma’ arms for a moment, as if thinking. 
“Alright... I gie ye ma’ word.” 


I decide to trust her... in ma’ situation, there is little else I 
can do. Just one word from the lass and I am a dead man. 
But there is something in her eyes that makes me think she 
will no’ betray me. 


“Come ootside wi' me and we can speak where it is 
quieter?” 


A small frown creases her head. “How do I ken that ye will 
nae hurt me?” 


“The same way I ken that ye will no’ betray me.” 


We reach a pact, and before her young man can return, I 
take her by the hand and lead her o’er to the balcony doors 
and ootside into the fresh air. 


“Come down here, intae the tree's where no one can see 
us.” 


I am quite surprised that, like a trusting lamb, she follows 
me into the shadows o’ the garden. And once I am sure we 
canna be seen, I stop and take her other hand. 


“I couldnae stop thinking about ye after the other night 
lass, I think ye hae cast a spell o’er me.” 


For the first time, she laughs. 


“Ye hae a nerve, coming back here after robbing ma’ father 
and I... what makes ye think that ye would be welcome 
here?” 


I reach up to touch her cheek, so soft and delicate... so 
young and innocent. 


“I didnae expect a welcome... I just ken that I had to see ye 
again. Hae ye no’ thought about me at all since that night?” 


She shakes her head, but blushes deeply and looks down at 
her hands. 


“Why should I think about a blackguard like yersel”?” 

I smile and look deeply into her defiant, green eyes. 

“I thought that ye might hae enjoyed our kiss?” 

SLAP 

I feel her gloved hand strike me across the face once again. 


“How dare ye, sir. Ye took advantage o’ me once, and I will 
no’ let it happen again.” 


I rub ma’ face where her gloved hand struck. 


“Ye hae a strong hand for such a delicate looking thing. 
Well, I suppose I deserve nothing more.” 


I half expect the girl to leave, but she stays her ground... 
eyeing me warily. I pull the silver watch oot o’ ma’ pocket 
again as a peace offering. She takes it quickly and slips it 
inside a pocket in her gown. 


“If yer expecting me to thank ye, then ye shall be waiting a 
long time. Dinna anyone tell ye that it is a crime against the 
Lord to take what isnae yers? Ye will certainly go to hell.” 


I bow very low. 


“I expect that ye are right... but I hae already gi’en ye back 
what belongs to ye, and I didnae take yer mother’s locket.” 


I spy, the little gold locket, glinting against her pale throat 
in the moonlight and control the urge to kiss the hollow at 
the base o’ her beautiful long neck. 


She clutches the pendant, protectively. 


“Ye took money from ma’ father... but I expect that ye hae 
spent it all on drink and women by now?” 


“Well, it is true that I no longer hae yer father’s money... 
but I am sure that he can spare a few pounds for the poor?” 


She wrinkles her nose... her lips partially open, and I stare 
at her mouth... thinking o’ that kiss. 


“What poor? 


“Well, Miss Mhairi. Ye live a privileged life. There are many 
around this land that go hungry every day... many that hae 
no’ enough fuel for their fires or clothes for their backs. 
Why the cost o’ yer party here tonight could hae kept most 
o’ the poor families around here clothed and fed for the 
entire year.” 


I pause for a moment, letting ma’ words sink home. 


“But what hae I to do wi’ the poor? I am no’ to blame for 
their sorrows?” 


“Tt is people like yer father, charging high rents on their 
land, no’ allowing people to hae a decent home and make a 
decent living. That is why I take from the rich like yer father 
and gi’e it to the poor.” 


Her eyes watch me as I speak. 


“Is that what ye did wi’ father’s money... gi’e it to the 
poor?” 


I nod. “Only yesterday I gi’e it to a woman to help her sick 
child. The boy needs medicine and care that she canna 
afford, and poor Tommy will surely die wi’oot it.” 


“How old is Tommy?” I see her bottom lip start to tremble. 


“He is just five years old, a grand little lad... just starting his 
life.” 


“Stop... please, dinna tell me any more.” 


I can see that she is moved, her eyes are glistening wi’ 
tears, and I pull a handkerchief from ma’ pocket and hand it 
to her. 


“Will he live? Will father’s money help poor little Tommy 
live?” 


“Aye, the physician came yesterday and reckons that wi’ 
time, the little fella will be restored. He may no’ be a strong 
child... but he will live.” 


Mhairi quickly pulls at something from her gown. 


“Here, sell this. I hae no use for it. Sell it and gi'e the money 
to little Tommy... oh, he must get better, he must.” 


She hands me the silver and pearl wrist watch. 
“Nae lass, “tis yers, I wouldnae take it from ye again.” 


“But I insist... I canna bear to think o” poor little Tommy. We 
must do all we can to help him.” 


“Mhairi” 


A voice calls from the balcony in the distance, and I feel ma’ 
chest tighten. A feeling o” possessiveness sweeps o’er ma’ 
body, and I feel ma” hands instinctively curl into fists... I 
would fight any man that touched her. 


I grit ma’ teeth. 

“Yer young man is looking for ye?” 

“He is no’ ma’ young man, and he can wait.” 
She blows her nose and looks at me. 


“He is no’ yer intended then... that scrawny, pale-faced chit 
o’ a lad?” 


“Nay, but I think that father would like me to marry him.” 


She laughs, but I already feel hatred for this lad who can 
dance so freely wi’ this young lass... the only girl in the 
world for me. It is a sudden feeling, but I ken wi’ every fibre 
o’ ma’ being that she belongs to me. 


I pull her close, possessively, feeling her in ma’ arms again. 
I dinna want to frighten the lass... but I need her to ken 
that from now she is mine... and only mine. 


Mhairi looks stunning, even wi’ her eyes bleary. She has 
softened towards me, and I see a tender look in her eyes. I 
feel the blood coursing through ma’ veins, and there is only 
one thing left to do. Grabbing the girl, I pull her to me as 
tight as I can and kiss those sweet red lips. She tastes o’ 
sugar and salt from her tears, and ma’ hungry mouth sucks 
on her plump lips like a man drinking from an oasis in the 
desert. Ma’ hands explore her waist, feeling the curve of 
her hips beneath the voluminous skirts she is wearing. I 
want to tear them away, rip off her clothes and fill her, but I 
restrain mysel’... this is no’ the time and place. She moans 
softly against ma’ lips, her eyes closed as I push ma’ tongue 
into the soft recesses o’ her mouth, feeling her virgin 
tongue flick against ma’ own. It is both ecstasy and 
torture...and if I died at this moment, I would be a happy 
man. 


“Mhairi..where are ye?” 
The voice from the balcony calls again. 
“Ye must go, lass, ‘tis yer party and ye are already missed.” 


Her eyes open, like a cat, and I feel her sweet breath upon 
ma’ cheek. 


“Will I see ye again?” 


“Aye lass, just ye try and stop me. I will come tomorrow 
night... about ten. Which is yer room... will ye watch oot for 
me?” 


“Tt is the large window, on the second floor. Just above the 
balcony. It used to be ma’ mother’s room.” 


Her eyes are wide and bright, and I canna resist the urge to 
kiss her again, feel her soft and warm body against mine 
once again. She presses intae me, and I feel as if I could 
hold her for all eternity. 


I think that she would stay wi’ me all night if I let her, but I 
gently pull away. 


“Ye must go lassie, back to yer friends. I will return 
tomorrow night.” 


“But... but I dinna ken yer name?” 
I smile. “But ye ken who I am lass... Iam the Black Ghost.” 


And with that, I disappear into the trees. 


CHAPTER SEVEN 


MHAIRI 


I watch as he disappears intae the trees, and when he is 
gone, I hae to pinch ma’ flesh to convince mysel’ that I am 
no’ dreaming. Ma’ handsome stranger... the Black Ghost 
came back to see me. I can still feel the tingle on ma’ lips 
where he kissed me. All the world seems to still around me 
as if it has stopped turning ... an owl hoots in the trees and 
in the distance I hear the old kirk bells chime midnight. 


“Mhairi?” 


A voice breaks the spell, and I turn around to see Samuel 
walking across the grass towards me. I can tell by his body 
language that he is annoyed. 


“Mhairi, what are ye doing oot here? I hae been looking 
everywhere. Ye must come back and join yer guests... it is 
yer party after all.” 


He looks around suspiciously as if looking for someone else. 
“Are ye alone? I thought I heard voices?” 
I try no’ to look at him as I feel ma’ face blush. 


“There is no one here but me. The night is so beautiful that 
I just wanted to stand oot here for a moment in the 
moonlight.” 


Samuel eyes me curiously but then gives me a thin smile. 
“Well, come inside, ye will catch cold.” 


I feel ma’ body stiffen, suddenly thinking o” his proposal..1 
dinna want to hear his words o’ love again no’ when ma’ 
heart is beating for another man. 


Withoot taking his offered arm, I step back up the garden at 
a quick pace leaving no time for his soft words and join ma’ 
friends inside. I want so desperately to tell Davina aboot 
ma’ adventure but now is no’ the time. She eyes me 
curiously, just like Samuel. 


“Ye are looking flushed, Mhairi are ye alright? “Tis a grand 
party. I see Samuel has been paying ye a great deal o' 
attention, what hae ye two been doing ootside in the 
garden.” She gives me a knowing look. 


I nod, I canna explain...even to ma’ best friend. She will 
ne’er understand. 


“Aye, Davina...’tis the best party ever.” 


That night, I canna sleep, and lie awake thinking o’ the 
Black Ghost. How can it be that I am in love wi’ a 
highwayman? It is all too ridiculous, but every time I think 
about him ma’ heart beats faster, and ma’ stomach churns. 
Samuel has ne’er made me feel like this, and now I really 
ken that I dinna love him. But what o’ ma’ handsome 
stranger...what future is there for me wi’ such a man? 
Suddenly I feel afraid for him, and walking to the window I 
open the curtains and stare oot across the garden and into 
the fields beyond. There is already a price on his head, and 
if he is caught, he will surely be sent to the gallows. The 
thought makes me feel sick to ma’ stomach... if anything 


were to happen to him, then I would die too... ma’ life 
wouldnae be worth living. 


Ride safely ma’ Black Ghost. 
XXXX 


It is late when I wake the next day. I had almost forgotten 
that it is Rachael’s day off and I hae to fend for myseľ. 


Fend for myseľ. 


I think back to the words of ma’ handsome stranger and the 
people less fortunate, and for a moment, I feel ashamed. I 
can manage wi'oot Rachael for a morning... the poor girl 
works so hard, and I really must treat her better. I havnae 
confided in the lass about what happened last night... I 
canna trust anyone wi’ ma’ secret just yet. 


Tonight I will be seeing ma’ love again, and I can hardly 
wait. ‘Tis like a dream, but it is hours and hours away. I 
could stay in bed all day... lost in ma’ thoughts o’ the Black 
Ghost. The dull ache has returned between ma’ legs, and I 
touch mysel’ curiously down there. I am surprised to feel 
wet, and I instinctively ken what I want. Davina's maid has 
told her all about it, she has a young man and they make 
love oot in the stables. We hae giggled o’er talking about a 
man's cock, but now I imagine the Black Ghost pushing his 
flesh into me, and I feel a strange tingling deep inside. 


The gold casement clock in ma’ room chimes nine. I must go 
down to breakfast so as no’ to annoy ma’ father. I need to 
keep in his good books for as long as I can. Besides, ma’ 
stomach is grumbling, and after all o” the excitement o” last 
night, I am starving. 


Dressing quickly, I make ma’ way down to the morning 
room where breakfast is served, and as soon as I enter the 


room, I can tell that something is wrong... ma’ father is sat 
at the table reading a note, his face like thunder. 


I tiptoe to ma’ seat not wanting to anger him further. 


“This is preposterous... of all the nerve... something must 
be done about this!” 


He slams the paper down so hard onto the table that all o’ 
the crockery jumps and a teacup crashes onto the floor. 


“Damn it!” 
Father looks up and notices me for the first time. 
“Something needs to be done, Mhairi.” 


Ma’ stomach churns, and I feel a tightness in ma’ chest 
almost as if I ken the words he is going to Say. 


“That damn Highwayman, the man that robbed us...this 
Black Ghost... he has struck again... but this time he has 
killed a man... he must be stopped, Mhairi, and I will see to 
it personally that this fellow is hanged!” 


Ma’ heart almost stops at his words. He continues to shout, 
but I dinna ken his words. All I can think about is that the 
Black Ghost has killed a man. 


“When did this happen, father?” 
“Hmm?” He looks at me, mid-rant. 


“Last night, the damn fellow. Robbed a man and shot him in 
the chest. Could hae been any o’ our friends driving home 
from yer party last night. The man has to be stopped.” 


I think about ma’ handsome stranger disappearing into the 
bushes, his kiss on ma’ lips. Surely it canna be true... not 
ma’ love? 


Feeling sick, Ipour a cup o’ water, ma’ hands shaking. 
“What time did this happen?” 


Ma’ father shakes his head. “I dinna ken, lass. All I hae is 
this note from Michael McKay, he says he will call this 
morning to tell me the details.” 


I gulp down the water and try to sound calm. 


“How do ye ken it is the same man, father? How do ye ken it 
was the Black Ghost?” 


He snorts at me in derision as if I am a fool. 


“O” course it was him, who else could it be? Think girl. 
Three days ago, we were robbed, and now another man, no’ 
three miles away, is robbed and killed. Who else could it be? 
To think we were so close to being killed ourselves. I swear 
to ye, Mhairi, I will see this blackguard swing from the 
gallows if it is the last thing I do.” 


I am close to tears, but I canna let ma’ father see. Ma’ 
hunger has disappeared, and I nibble on a slice o” toast, ma” 
mind whirring. 


It canna be him... it canna... 


The sound o' a carriage arriving on the gravel outside the 
window stirs both of us from our thoughts. It is Mr Mckay, 
the Justice o’ the Peace. The butler announces him, and he 
enters, his face red and severe. 


Ma’ father bids the man to sit, and he glances warily at me. 
“Should we no’ discuss the matter in yer study, Thomas?” 


“T hae already told Mhairi what has happened, it will no’ 
hurt her to hear what ye hae to say. I will ring for some 
fresh tea. Now, tell me about what happened last night.” 


Michael Mckay fills father in on the details, and allI can do 
is listen carefully, all the time telling myself that it canna be 
him. 


“The man shot dead was a Mr Andrew Bartholomew, a man 
wi’ a wife and three bairns. It is a terrible thing, indeed.” 


“What time did it happen?” The words are oot o’ ma’ mouth 
before I hae time to think, and both Father and Mr Mckay 
stare at me. 


Ma’ father shakes his head. 
“Tt will be impossible to say, Mhairi...” 


“Ah, but that’s where ye are wrong, Thomas. Ye see the man 
was shot in the chest, and the impact stopped his pocket 
watch. Surprisingly, the robber didna take it, but it is only a 
cheap metal thing and o” no real value. Anyway, the watch 
stopped just afore midnight, and..." 


I breathe heavily at his words... Just afore midnight... but 
the Black Ghost was with me just afore midnight... it canna 
be him. 


I open ma’ mouth to speak but close it quickly again. I 
canna tell ma’ father and the Justice o” the Peace that the 
Black Ghost was here last night, it would be betraying the 
man's trust... even if to proved that he didnae do it. 
Besides, ma’ father would ne'er believe me. The Black 
Ghost is already guilty in his eyes. Instead, I sit back and 
listen quietly as the two men discuss their plans. 


“He has to be stopped, Michael. It is no’ safe to travel at 
night until this man is caught... we need a plan.” 


Mr McKay nods in agreement. “Well, Thomas, I hae already 
been thinking. We need to set a trap for this man.” 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


STUART 


Alfred doesnae want me to venture oot tonight. Reports hae 
reached us that a man was robbed and killed on the main 
road oot o’ Fort William last night, and there will be men 
looking oot for the culprit. O’ course, ma’ name has been 
linked to the crime, but I hae ne’er killed a man... not away 
from the fields o” battle anyway. 


“Are ye sure it is safe, Sir?” 


The poor man looks weary, and for once seems to look his 
age. I suddenly see that what I am doing isnae fair on the 
old man. If anything were to happen to me, they would 
come here, and the poor man would be charged wi’ helping 
a highwayman and would be probably hung wi' me. Perhaps 
it is time to start thinking about hanging up ma’ mask for 
good, to settle down... the lass has definitely made me look 
at things differently. But then I think about poor Tommy and 
his mother, the countless poor folk that would inevitably 
perish if it wasnae for me... if only I were a rich man myseľ. 


I try and push these thoughts to one side. Tonight I am on a 
different kind o’ errand altogether. Tonight I am not the 
Black Ghost, and for once in ma’ life, I will ride oot wi’oot 
ma’ mask. 


“Dinna fash, Alfred. I am leaving the Black Ghost behind 
tonight... for once I will be a respectable gentleman. If 
anyone stops me, they can prove nothing against me. 
Besides, ifthe man struck last night he will be lying low, and 
they will no’ be expecting him to strike again for a while. I 
shall be back before midnight.” 


I feel almost naked wi’oot ma’ mask and cape, and I wonder 
what the lass will think when she sees the real me. Will she 
think me too old, no longer exciting wi’oot ma’ alter-ego? 


Even though I hae nothing to fear, I take precautions and 
stick to the less trodden routes. I rarely show ma’ face, and 
many of the folks around hae ne’er met me, and I want to 
keep it that way. All day I hae been thinking about Mhairi, 
her body against mine, and I canna wait to feel her in ma’ 
arms again. Despite waiting all day to see the lass, I leave a 
little later than I would hae liked, staying to convince Alfred 
that I was no’ in mortal danger. 


I arrive late, the kirk bells having long tolled ten, and I 
quickly tie Bess up in the same spot as afore in the 
sheltered wooded area adjacent to the house. I keep to the 
shadows, it would be hard to explain ma’ motives for 
creeping around at this time o” the night. The house is 
mainly in darkness, but I can see a few flickers o' 
candlelight in a couple o’ the windows. Moving to the front 
o’ the house, I look up to the window above the balcony to 
see a faint glow. She is already stood there, looking oot 
intae the night. Then her pale face peers down through the 
darkness to where I am standing. 


Mhairi. 


For a moment she doesnae see me, then her hand raises in 
acknowledgement afore she disappears back into the gloom 
again. I wait patiently for the lass, no’ knowing how wise it 
is for her to be venturing out at this time o’ night. What if 


her father catches her creeping outdoors... what then? In 
ma’ own vanity no’ to be seen in daylight, I hae no’ thought 
ma’ plan out properly. Alfred’s words come back to me 


“For fools rush in where angels fear no tread...” 


I wait for what seems like an age, fearing the worse... 
imagining her stood in her father's study, trying to explain 
where she is going. But then I hear a noise, like a door 
softly closing, and the soft pitter-pat o’ footsteps. 


She looks like a ghost... no, an angel, running across the 
dark lawn to where I am standing. She is wearing a thin 
white gown, a cape flapping about at her shoulders. I gasp 
once again at her beauty, her cheeks flushed with the 
adventure. 


“Ye came!” Her eyes sparkle into mine, and I feel ma’ heart 
swell wi’ pride, knowing those eyes are only for me. 


“O” course... I promised... the Black Ghost always keeps his 
word.” 


She eyes me curiously, the first time she has seen me wi’oot 
ma’ mask, and for a moment, I feel vulnerable. 


“I wondered if ye would recognise me wi’oot ma’ mask. I 
hope yer no’ too disappointed?” 


Mhairi stops in front o” me, a hand reaching oot to touch 
ma’ cheek for a second. Her eyes take in ma’ features. 


“Ye are e'en more handsome wi'oot it.” 


She smiles, and I see the sparkle in her eyes turn to tears 
as she rushes intae ma’ arms. 


“Oh, I feared the worse. I thought they had caught ye, that I 
might ne’er see ye again.” 


I stroke her hair, that beautiful, soft auburn hair as she sobs 
into ma’ chest. 


“No one could stop me seeing ye lass... whate’er put that 
idea into yer head?” 


She sniffles and I reach into ma’ pocket for a handkerchief 
and hand it to her. 


“Ma’ father, and Mr McKay... he’s the local Justice o” the 
Peace... they think that ye robbed and killed a man last 
night... they talked about capturing ye and sending ye to 
the gallows.” 


The lass is quite distraught, and I do the only thing I can 
think o” to quiet her. Pulling her close, I kiss her on the lips. 
She tastes o’ the same sweetness... o” honey and sugar and 
sweet wine. Soon she forgets to cry, her lips embracing 
mine, hungry for more. 


“Ye need no’ worry about me, lass. I can look after mysel’. 
Ye dinna think that I killed the man last night?” 


Her eyes open, like two emerald pools, and she shakes her 
head. “No, but still... they are goin’ to set a trap for ye.” 


All I can think o” is the girl's lips, swollen slightly from ma’ 
kissing, open, pouting and ready for more. I move to kiss 
her again, but she shakes her head. 


“This is serious... I must tell ye. They are planning to set a 
trap for ye in two days time. They are going to start 
rumours o’ a wealthy man passing this way at night... but o” 
course, it will no’ be true. It will be a trap. The carriage will 
pretend to lose a wheel at the crossroads two miles oot o” 
town on the main road. But it will be full o” the constable's 
men, and father and Mr McKay intend to lie in wait in their 
own carriage... just past the Olde Cross Inn... ready to seize 
and arrest anyone that comes near.” 


Her eyes are full o’ fear. No’ for herself, but for me. Apart 
from dear Alfred, she is the only one that cares about me, 
and I feel ma’ old heart shift. 


“Dinna fash, lass. I will no’ be caught... especially now that 
ye hae told me all about it.” 


“Do ye promise?” 


“Aye, lass. I promise. If were caught, then how would I see 
ye again... kiss ye again. Now, come here.” 


I feel her relax into ma’ arms and her body molds against 
mine. Wi’oot the layers o’ her petticoats and such, I can feel 
the contours o” her slender body, the gentle arch o” her 
back. I canna help but reach ma’ hand down o’er her 
backside, and gi'e her lovely firm buttocks a gentle squeeze 
which makes her squeal in delight. 


Ma' cock is already throbbing at her touch, but I must go 
slowly so as no’ to scare her. 


“Och, lass. I hae thought about being alone wi’ ye e’er since 
I set ma’ eyes on ye. Come back into the woods a little way, 
where no one can see us.” 


Those green eyes hold me for a moment, but then she takes 
ma’ hand and lets me lead her into the shelter o’ the trees. 
Once we are oot o’ sight o’ the house, I lay down ma’ cloak 
and pull her to me. 


“Come lay here wi’ me awhile... I will no’ hurt ye.” 


Pulling her gently to her knees, I crush her lips once more 
onto ma’ own, allowing ma’ hands to roam her body. She 
gi’es me free reign until ma’ hand wanders to her pert 
breasts and she pulls away, breathless... her eyes wide like 
a startled rabbit. 


“What is it, Mhairi? Dinna be afraid o” me lass. I just want to 
admire yer body. Ye are like an angel, sent from heaven, the 
most beautiful lass I hae e’er set ma’ eyes upon and I want 
to feel every part o' ye.” 


She blushes under ma’ gaze, and her innocence makes me 
want her even more. I want to be the first man she knows... 
the only man she knows. 


Mhairi is unsure at first, timid like a small bird in ma’ arms, 
but I canna help myself, ma’ blood is surging through ma’ 
body, and I push her down onto ma’ cloak and lay on top o” 
her, feeling ma’ cock heavy and thick and instinctively 
grinding against her, and she lets oot a small whimper. 


“hae ye ne'er felt a man's stiff cock against ye lass?” 


She shakes her head and looks mortified, and I hold back a 
smile... almost forgetting how young she is. 


“It is nothing to be afraid of, I am hoping that ye will come 
to like it, would ye like to see it?” 


Her eyes almost pop oot o” her head, but I can tell behind 
her maidenly blushes that she is curious. Sitting back on 
ma’ haunches, I untie the laces that keep ma’ breeches up. 
Immediately ma’ thick flesh springs oot towards her and 
makes her jump. 


“Dinna worry lass, it will no’ bite ye.” 


She regards me warily at first... but I can see a glint in her 
eye. 

“Ye can touch it if ye like?” 

She hesitates for a moment, before tentatively reaching oot 
a small white hand and touching me delicately wi” her 


fingers. Her touch is so soft that I ache wi’ pleasure and 
almost shoot ma’ seed there and then. Becoming a little 


bolder, she grasps me in her hand, her fingers wrapping 
around ma’ girth, gripping me tightly. 


“Steady lass or ye will end up wi’ a sticky hand.” 


Her soft hand strokes me up and down, it is bliss, and I 
shiver wi’ pleasure. 


“Am I doing it right?” 


“Aye lass... yer doing it perfectly... although there is one 
other thing, ye could do for me?” 


Her eyebrows rise in expectation. 
“Ye could gi’e me a little kiss?” 


At the thought ma’ cock twitches in her hand, and those 
large green eyes widen. 


“Tt will no’ hurt ye...” 


Gently, she bends o’er and wraps her sweet lips around 
me... god, it is delicious...the sweetest moment o” ma’ life 
and I hae to refrain from thrusting into that perfect mouth. 
Instead, I let her investigate... first wi’ her lips and then her 
tongue. The sight o” her delicate pink tongue flicking and 
lapping at ma’ flesh is almost more than I can stand and I 
let oot a deep moan. 


“Ye had better stop lass... I can hardly bear it.” 

Her perfect brow wrinkles for a moment. 

“Am I hurting ye?” 

I laugh and shake ma’ head. “Nay lass, just the opposite.” 


Sitting up, I push ma’ aching member back into ma’ 
breeches and lace them up. I will deal wi’ ma’ own needs 


later. I ken that we havnae much time, and I want to do 
something for the lass. 


“Now ye hae seen me, perhaps ye will show me 
something?” 


Her arms move instinctively across her body in way 0’ 
protection, and even in the darkness, I can tell that she is 
blushing. 


“Nay lass, ye hae nothing to fear from me. Ye are perfect in 
every way. I just want to see ye as god intended... nothing 
more... I promise.” 


Slowly she unfolds her arms from across her body, and I 
push her gently back onto the ground. Her legs are bare 
beneath her gown and starting at her ankles I slowly move 
ma’ hand upwards, along her long slender legs, reaching 
past her knees and upwards towards her silky thighs, 
pulling the cotton nightgown up with ma’ hands. She tenses 
as I brush her inner thigh, her hand instinctively reaching 
oot to cover ma’ own, to stop me from moving any higher. I 
pause, grabbing her hand playfully and holding it back. 


“It is alright lass... I will nae harm ye.” 


Her breathing comes fast, her small breasts rising and 
falling quickly as I reach ma’ fingers a little higher and feel 
the soft silkiness o” her mound, pulling the white cotton up 
o’er her thighs to reveal a thatch o’ auburn curls. I gaze at 
her... transfixed for a moment, taking in the beauty o’ the 
sight afore me... the white o’ her thighs, the curve o’ her 
hips and that pot o’ honey just waiting for me. 


At first, I raise just one finger and run it through the auburn 
silk. God, ma’ head is on fire... but I hae to keep ma’ cool. 
How easy it would be to plunder her treasure, enter that 


sweet place... but ma’ head keeps reminding me o’ her 
youth... o’ her innocence. I must take things slowly. 


I am surprised to see how wet she is, and ma’ cock throbs 
to ken that she desires me so. As I slip a finger in between 
those sacred folds o’ skin, I feel privileged that I am the first 
man to see such a sight... like one of the seven wonders o’ 
the world opening up afore ma’ very eyes. Her body 
twitches and she moans softly as ma’ finger explores her 
velvet skin, pushing further into her moist hollow. I feel her 
muscles tense around ma’ finger, and imagine how ma’ 
thick cock would feel inside her... tight and sweet. I need to 
taste her, lick her honey pot... and bending forward, I reach 
ma’ mouth down towards her. She squirms, trying to shift 
position, but I hold her gently but firmly, determined that 
the lass should get a sense o” what will come. 


I breathe her in, the soft musky scent o’ her womanhood... 
sweet and delicious, as I gently pull her thighs apart and 
lower ma’ face onto her. As soon as ma’ tongue touches her 
intimate place, her body jolts like a young horse bolting. I 
kiss her belly until she quiets down again, before plunging 
ma’ tongue and lapping at her wetness. She moans softly 
and squirms as I lick and suck gently, finding the little hard 
bud and teasing it wi’ the end o’ ma’ tongue. The lass 
screams wi’ pleasure, and I hae to cover her mouth for a 
moment, just in case we are heard. But all is still except a 
distant owl and the soft sighing o’ her breath. 


“Did ye like that lass?” 


Her eyes open slowly, mere slits o’ desire. I release her 
hand, and her fingers reach down and touch her wetness, 
trace where ma’ tongue has touched her. I watch in 
fascination as she rubs at the small bud o’ pleasure, 
arousing herself, and at the same time arousing me further 


until I hae to undo ma’ breeches again and let ma’ thick 
cock oot o” its confines. 


It would be so easy to take the lass here and now... laid wi’ 
her legs open... ready and waiting for me to plunder her 
soft depths. Her eyes look at me, almost pleading. 


“Nay lass, I canna take ye here... ye deserve better for yer 
first time... but I canna hold ma’ seed any longer. She 
reaches up and grasps me firmly, and I guide her wi’ ma’ 
hands, showing her how to move up and down ma’ shaft 
until she is caressing me with the skill o” a whore but wi’ the 
face o’ an angel. I close ma’ eyes... feeling ma’ pleasure 
build until I can hold it no longer, and suppressing a cry o’ 
ecstacy as ma’ hot seed bursts o’er her hand and onto ma’ 
belly. Mhairi watches in fascination as ma’ sticky seed coats 
ma’ skin. 


I wipe mysel’ wi’ ma’ handkerchief and pull her close to me 
again. 


“Och, Mhairi. I hae ne’er felt like this about any lass. Ma’ 
heart is aching fer ye... I dinna ken if I can live wi’oot ye. I 
dinna ken how we will manage it... but will ye be mine... will 
ye save yersel’ for me and me alone?” 


Those brilliant eyes flash toward me, and I ken her answer 
before she speaks. 


“T am already yers... but I dinna ken how this will work oot. 
What wi’ ma’ father and the authorities looking for ye? Ma’ 
father will no’ stop until ye are caught... I dinna e’en ken 
yer name, or where ye live, or anything about ye?” 


She looks at me with those large, trusting eyes. Ma’ name is 
on the tip o” ma’ tongue, but it would be too dangerous if 
she knew ma’ real identity... dangerous for both of us. 


“Ma’ name is Alex McBeth... I live alone, apart from ma’ 
father's trusty old retainer who I could ne’er manage 
wi’oot. One day I will show ye where I live, Mhairi.. please 
be patient, and I promise that everything will work oot fine. 
Ye do believe me, don’t ye?” 


She nods slowly, so trusting that a shadow falls across ma’ 
heart. I hae no idea how this can come right, but it has to... 
it just has to. 


As I pull her close for another kiss... the bell in the kirk 
tower tolls eleven, Mhairi breaks away wi’ a start. 


“I must get back afore ma’ father goes to bed. He usually 
looks into ma’ room afore retiring.” 


Kissing her briefly, one last time, I hold oot ma’ hand and 
help her to her feet. 


“When will I see ye again?” 


“I might need to lie low for a few days, especially if yer 
father and the law are looking for me...dinna worry. I will 
get word to yeina couple o’ days.” 


She looks doubtful at me for amoment. 
“Ye promise?” 


“Aye lass... I promise.” 


CHAPTERNINE 


MHAIRI 


I walk back to the house as if I am in a dream. I can see the 
candlelight still flickering in ma’ father’s study, but behind 
the closed door, I can hear him snoring and quickly climb 
the stairs back to ma’ room, careful no’ to make a noise. It 
is only when I am safely inside wi’ the door shut that I 
realize that I am shaking... and it isnae from the cold. 
Before I get into bed, I rush to the window and look oot 
across the fields, hoping for one last glance o’ ma’ love, but 
all is quiet. I imagine him riding oot across the moors, and 
give up a small prayer to keep him safe. 


Alex McBeth...I form his name with ma’ lips. It is funny... I 
hadnae seen him as an Alex... but then I had only thought o” 
him as ma’ handsome stranger or the Black Ghost. Now 
that he has a name, he seems more real to me. And o’ 
course, I can still feel him upon ma’ body, his lips on mine... 
his tongue on ma’ most intimate o’ places. I still feel a 
tingling sensation between ma’ legs, like an itch that I want 
to scratch. Laying on the bed, I touch mysel’ trying to 
imagine that it is his fingers upon me. 


Ma’ head and ma’ heart are too full to sleep, and I lay 
awake, staring at the ceiling, trying to think about the 
future. I hae ne’er known anyone like Alex McBeth... there 
can surely be no other man like him in the world? What if 


father catches him and he is sent to the gallows... and even 
if he is no’ and he lives a free man... how on earth will ma’ 
father allow such a match? Perhaps we could run away and 
get married... that is it... I no longer need ma’ father’s 
consent to marry, and there are plenty o’ places that would 
perform the ceremony wi’oot question. That was the 
answer... we would elope together. 


I close ma’ eyes and dream about riding behind him into the 
night, the wind at the heels o’ our steed and the whole 
world afore us. I dinna care what ma’ life would be like... or 
care little o” where we would live... as long as we are 
together, then all would be well. 


XXXX 


“Mistress, Mistress Mhairi?” 


I dinna want to wake from ma’ dreaming, but Rachael’s 
voice finds its way inside o' ma’ head and pulls me from the 
arms o’ ma’ love. 


For a moment, it takes me a while to realise that I am still in 
bed and no’ lying wi’ Alex. 


“Mistress, ye must wake up... Master Samuel is here to see 


n 


ye. 
I must groan audibly, for Rachael shakes her head. 


“Now, Mistress. Dinna be like that. The boy is just keen to 
see that ye are his, that is all. Ye should be pleased that ye 
hae such a handsome suitor. All the girls would love to be in 
yer shoes. Now, let’s get ye washed and looking presentable 
for Master Barnes... otherwise, he might change his mind 
and no’ ask for yer hand.” 


If only. I let out another sigh, and swing ma’ legs reluctantly 
from the bed. I hae no’ gi’en Samuel another thought since 
ma’ party. He will want an answer from me today, and there 
is only one word I can say to him. No. 


He will no’ like it o” course, and neither will Father... they 
will bully me into agreeing to something I canna go through 
wi’ if I am no’ careful. I must think o’ something. 


As I approach the parlour door, I feel a pain in ma’ stomach. 
I dinna want to see Samuel, but there is nothing I can do. I 
open the door to see him standing there, impatiently. As I 
enter, he glances at his pocket watch. 


“This is rather late to be getting up, Mhairi. Yer father 
seemed quite at a loss to find that ye were still in bed when 
I called. I hae another appointment at midday, and I canna 
stay long.” 


I feel the bile rise in ma’ throat at his arrogance. 


“Well, I am sorry to hae kept ye, Samuel. If there is another 
place ye need to be, then dinna let me hold ye up.” 


His eyes narrow, and I can see the familiar twitch in his 
cheek. He is impatient wi’ me, but he tries to oil his words. 


“Ye ken why I am here, Mhairi. A couple o’ days ago I asked 
for yer hand, and ye said that ye would think on it. Well, ye 
hae had time to think, and I hae come to ask ye again.” 


“But ye hae barely gi’en me any time to think, Samuel. I hae 
barely recovered from ma’ birthday party, and hae no’ had 
time to think properly on it yet.” 


“What is there to think about? Ye either want to be my wife 
or ye do no”?” 


He canna help the anger in his voice, and it makes me all 
the more determined. 


“Well, if that is the way ye feel, ma’ answer is no. I dinna 
want to marry ye.” 


His face is a picture, turning at first red and then white, his 
eyes unable to contain their displeasure. 


“But yer father said that it was a mere formality... he has 
agreed.” 


I stamp ma’ foot, unable to stop ma’ temper. 


“But it is no’ ma’ father that has to marry ye, it is me, and I 
say NO!” 


Unable to say anything further, I burst into tears and rush 
from the room and back up the stairs. I dinna care what 
Samuel Barnes thinks o” me... what he says to others about 
me. I dinna love him, and I will no’ marry him. 


Poor Rachael is still in ma’ room, tidying up, and jumps back 
in surprise as I launch mysel' onto ma’ bed, crying. 


“Oh, Miss. Whate'er is the matter?” 
I continue to sob into ma” pillow. 


“Leave me. Rachael... I dinna want to talk to anyone... 
please leave.” 


There is a pause, and I think I hear the door click... but 
after a few moments, I sense someone is still in the room. 


“I said leave me be, Rachel” I turn to scold the girl, but it is 
no’ Rachael.. it is ma’ father looking down upon me, and he 
has a cold look in his eyes. 


“What are all the hysterics about, Mhairi. Why dinna ye 
want to marry Samuel. He's a fine lad.” 


“Oh, father. Dinna let me marry Samuel... I dinna love him.” 


“There is more to marriage than love, ma’ girl. This is no’ 
one o' yer silly romance books. This is real life. I canna look 
after ye forever... it is time ye were married, Mhairi.” 


I dry ma’ tears quickly. They're wasted on ma’ father. 
“But I dinna love him, father.” 


“Yer mother said no when I asked her to marry me... just 
like ye are doing now. She said she didnae love me, but I 
knew better... her father knew better... right up to the day 
that we wed... she insisted that she didnae love me.” 


I stare open-mouthed at ma’ father... hardly believing his 
words. 


“But what happened?” 


“Well, nothing happened. We got married... her father 
insisted. I gave her a home, and she ne’er wanted for 
anything.” 


“But was she happy, father?” 


“O” course, she was happy... she had no reason no’ to be. 
Now dry yer eyes, and let us hear no more o” this 
nonsense.” 


I close ma’ eyes for a second. Ma’ mother died when I was 
only eight. Her heart...or so I was told. I try and imagine 
her smiling, laughing... being happy... but I canna 
remember. Suddenly it strikes me like a bullet... she died o” 
a broken heart. 


Ma’ heart sinks. At first, I thought that ma’ father 
understood, but no... he could ne’er understand. 


“But I canna marry Samuel Barnes, father... I hate him.” 


Ma’ father shakes his head. 


“Ye are getting hysterical now, just like yer grandmother. 
Samuel was rather shocked by yer temper, but I hae told 
him that it is just that ye are afraid. I hae told him that ye 
need a little more time... perhaps another month?” 


I feel mysel’ silently scream inside and shake ma’ head. 


“No, father. I dinna love him and I ne’er will. I want to 
marry a man that I love...” 


I shut ma’ mouth before I say too much. I long to tell him 
about Alex, but now I am sure he would ne’er understand, 
ne’er believe me, and somehow that would lead Alex to the 
gallows...I was sure o” it. 


I can see that I am trying ma’ father's patience... the same 
irritated twitch in his cheek as Samuel's. His eyes narrow as 
he peers down at me... his brow creased into a deep row of 
frown lines. 


“Ye havnae promised yerself to another. Hae ye, girl?” 


Ma’ father’s black eyes seem to look into ma’ very soul, and 
I feel mysel’ flinch away from his gaze as I blush deeply. I 
am no’ used to lying to him, and I avoid his eyes. 


“How could I, father? I am ne'er allowed to go anywhere on 
ma’ own... unaccompanied.” 


He replies wi’ a derisive snort. 


“T dinna want ye to get any romantic notions about life. 
Having a husband that can provide for ye is the only 
necessary trait o’ a good husband. I saw the look in yer eyes 
after that highwayman kissed ye. Now, dinna be getting any 
silly thoughts about him, Mhairi. He is a murderer and a 
thief. Still, he is o’ little consequence for I will see to it that 
he is soon swinging from the gallows.” 


I feel ma’ face colour e’en deeper as he mentions Alex, but 
he doesnae seem to notice... too full o” his lecturing. 


“Samuel Barnes is a good match for ye, Mhairi. Ye should 
think about it. Ihae already gi’en the lad ma’ blessing, and I 
am no’ a man to go back on his word. Perhaps I hae been 
too lenient on ye since yer mother died... ye should hae had 
a woman’s guidance in such things. It is no’ good for ye to 
get so worked up... perhaps I should hae Dr Thomas look ye 
o’er... ye are just like yer grandmother, and ye ken what 
happened to her?” 


I feel a strange gnawing o’ fear in ma’ stomach... I ken only 
too well what happened to Granny Thomas, put into an 
asylum after the birth of her last child when she had been 
overwrought wi’ anxiety. Ma’ grandfather couldnae cope 
and was ashamed o’ her, so she was put away. I wonder if 
ma’ father is thinking the same about me... we hae ne’er 
been very close. 


“There is nothing wrong wi’ me, Father... it is just that I 
dinna love Samuel Barnes... that is all.” 


“T will tell Samuel to gi’e ye another month... and think on it 
Mhairi... I shall watch ye closely and any more hysterics an 
I shall hae to send for the physician. Now, I canna spend 
any more time on this. I hae things to plan for the capture 
o” yer highwayman." 


CHAPTER TEN 


STUART 


Alfred doesnae like ma’ plan. In fact, he thinks it is the 
worst idea since Culloden. E’er since the girl told me about 
the trap, I havenae stopped thinking about it. It is too good 
an opportunity to miss... I canna help mysel’. O” course... 
there is some danger to ma’ plan, but life is full o” dangers 
every day as Alfred is always reminding me. 


“Sir, life is precarious enough as it is, wi'oot ye sticking yer 
neck oot...and ye are literally putting yer neck on the line... 
if ye pardon the expression.” 


He coughs, slightly embarrassed at his choice o’ words. 
“Och, Alfred... dinna fash. I will be careful, I promise.” 
Still, he shakes his head. 

“Dinna go losing yer head o’er a young lass, sir.” 

He coughs again and leaves me to ma’ thoughts. 


Since meeting the lass, I ken that ma’ life will hae to change 
if she is to be wi’ me. I canna go on wi’ robbin’ the rich to 
gi'e to the poor... there must be a better way to help the 
needy? I want to provide for the lass, gi’e her a life she 
deserves... and when we hae the bairns. 


I must stop letting ma’ mind drift to the future, but focus on 
how I can make the lass mine. I must hae her...she fills ma’ 
every waking thought, and in ma’ dreams, I am laying wi’ 
her, pleasing her... god, every time I think o’ her ma’ cock 
stands to attention. I want her wi’ every fibre o’ ma’ being. 


I had promised Mhairi that I would lie low while her father 
sets his trap for me. But o” course, it isnae just for me 
alone...there is another man oot there... another 
highwayman less scrupulous than mysel’ and thinks nothing 
o” shooting and killing a man for gain. O’ course, if they 
catch me, they will think I shot that man... and even if they 
don't, Iam guilty o” theft and the punishment, either way, is 
death by the gallows. It seems ludicrous that both levels o’ 
crime should be dealt wi’ in the same way. But whate’er ma’ 
thoughts... it doesnae alter the fact that I am in some 
danger. 


The trap is like a challenge to me though, and I canna resist 
the temptation. As I am preparing to leave, Alfred comes to 
assist me. He has been avoiding me all day. He looks on in 
shocked surprise. 


“Why, Sir. Ye ne’er take that wi’ ye?” 
I put down ma’ father’s old blunderbuss onto the table. 


“Aye, Alfred. But dinna worry yersel”, it isnae loaded. I will 
no” be using it. I dinna think it has been used for o’er thirty 
years.” 


He scratches his head. 


“Then why take it, Sir. If ye are caught wi’ it... it will do ye 
no favours.” 


“That is precisely it, Alfred. I dinna expect to be captured, 
and that's why I am taking this as a mere precaution. No 


one else will ken that it isnae loaded. Now, stop worrying 
and fetch me ma’ cloak.” 


The old man ambles away, shaking his head as I collect the 
things I will need...rope...handcuffs and some rags...that 
should be sufficient to carry oot a plan o' ma’ own. 


I wait until darkness before riding oot on Bess. I ken the Ole 
Cross Inn well, and I ride close by, sticking to the fields so 
the sound o’ ma’ horses hooves will no’ be heard. When I 
see the lights o’ the Inn in the distance, I dismount and tie 
Bess safely to a tree. 


Slinging ma’ bag o’er ma’ shoulders I creep across the 
fields until I am a little way past the Inn. I scan the tree line 
until I see it, hidden in the shadows... a carriage. It must be 
where Mhairi's father is waiting. 


Surprise is o' the essence. They will no’ be expecting me, 
and they will no doubt be waiting for word from a carriage 
less than a mile away from where the constable's men are 
lying in wait. No doubt Mr Brown and his companion will be 
armed. 


All is quiet as I tiptoe around the carriage. There is no sign 
o’ the driver... he must be inside or ridden ahead wi’ the 
others. I must be quick. 


Grasping the carriage door, I pull it open wi’ one hand... the 
blunderbuss in ma’ other hand and pointed directly into the 
carriage. 


“Good evenin Gentlemen... what brings ye oot on such a 
pleasant night?” 


The two men must hae been dozing, for they wake as if the 
devil himsel’ has arrived. 


I recognize Mhairi’s father at once, and after a moment’s 
confusion, he looks furiously at me. 


“What on earth, Sir!” 


He sees the gun, and his eyes widen, making a little choking 
sound. 


“How dare ye, sir... do ye ken who we are... why this is the 
Justice o’ the Peace... ye will ne’er get away wi’ this... If ye 
harm us.” 


He blusters on, and I jab the gun towards them. 


“I dinna intend to harm ye, Sirs... just relieve ye o’ any 
small valuables or coins ye might be carrying? Now, if ye 
will allow me.” 


Taking the rope from ma’ bag, I secure the hands o’ both 
men to stop them from pulling an unexpected gun or knife 
on me. Mr Brown willnae stop lecturing me and picking oot 
a rag, I shove it into his mouth to keep him quiet. The old 
man looks like a stuffed pig, and even though it is Mhairi’s 
father... I canna help but stifle a smile. 


Next, I frisk their pockets and relieve them o’ several 
pounds in money, a gold ring and a gold stick pin in the 
shape o’ a thistle which I bundle into ma’ bag. Not a lot for 
a night’s work, but this is just an added bonus. 


Pulling oot another rag, I stuff it into the mouth o’ the JP 
before tying them together inside the carriage wi’ the rope. 


“Apologies, Sirs, but I would hate the thought o’ yer shouts 
or appearance bringing attention before I am safely away. 
No doubt yer men will be back to rescue ye before long. 
Now, I must bid ye a fond farewell.” 


Mr Brown’s eyes are bulging wi’ anger, a muffled, 
intelligible sound uttering from his throat. The JP does no’ 


react but eyes me cooly, and I fear that more than the 
bluster o’ the older man. 


With a courteous and a rather theatrical bow, I take ma’ 
leave... sprinting back the way I came to find Bess and ride 
to safety. 


The thought only occurs to me as I am riding home... up to 
that point, ma’ plan had seemed faultless. Alfred’s words 
come into ma’ head once again. 


“For fools rush in where angels fear no tread...” 


Mhairi’s father will ken that someone knew about his plan... 
will he suspect his own daughter? I try and dismiss the 
thought from ma’ mind... a number o’ people must hae 
known all about this. I am probably just overthinking 
things... but still... a cold shadow passes o’er ma’ heart for a 
moment. I hope I hae not gi’en the lass... or mysel' any 
added troubles. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


MHAIRI 


I worry all night about Alex. As soon as ma’ father leaves wi’ 
Mr McKay to set their trap, I sit at ma’ window and look oot 
into the night. The skies are clear... no’ black but a deep 
inky blue... the moon just a sliver hanging above the distant 
trees. Ma’ love promised to stay inside tonight, no’ to risk 
falling into ma’ father’s trap. That should make me feel 
better, but deep in ma’ heart, I am afraid for him. If no’ 
tonight... then what about tomorrow night, or the one after 
that? Would ma’ life wi’ Alex always be like this... forever 
waiting... forever worrying? And what if we had bairns? If I 
was to be his wife, then he would hae to lay the Black Ghost 
to rest, but could I really ask that much o’ him? What about 
people like little Tommy and his mother? Love was so 
simple, yet life made it so complicated. 


An hour passes by, and then another. The room grows cold, 
and Rachael comes to see me to bed. I dinna want to go to 
sleep, but stay awake until ma’ father comes home. Instead, 
she builds up the fire and brings me some hot milk. 


“Dinna catch yer death, Miss. I am sure yer father will be 
alright. That horrible Black Ghost will soon be captured, 
and we will all be safe again.” 


I turn, rather too hastily on the poor girl. 


“But how do ye ken that it is him, Rachael. What if he isn’t 
the one who shot the man on the night o’ ma’ party?” 


She looks at me as if I must hae lost ma’ senses. 


“But who else could it possibly be, Miss? I hope that yer no’ 
getting sentimental about him just because he kissed ye? 
He is a bad man and ma’ father says that hanging is too 
good for the likes o’ him.” 


“Oh, do be quiet, Rachael. Ye ken nothing about it!” 
Her brow furrows, and she stares at me. 


“Do no’ tell me that ye hae fallen for him, Miss? Ye canna 
love a man such as he, it is only romantic foolishness. That 
man will no’ hae gi’en two thoughts about ye. He probably 
has women everywhere.” 


I am so angry, so worried and tired that I am no’ in the 
mood for such talk. 


“Do no' talk about things that ye dinna understand, 
Rachael. Now, that will be all. Thank ye.” 


“Well, I’ll go, Miss. If there isn't anything else... but if the 
Black Ghost is the reason for ye no’ wanting to marry 
Samuel Barnes, then ye want yer head looking at.” 


She goes quickly before 1 can scold her. Poor Rachael, I 
seem to be taking all o’ ma’ frustration oot on her lately. If 
there was only someone I could talk to... someone that 
would understand. I dinna think that I can keep all o” ma’ 
secrets to mysel’... perhaps I am crazy, just like ma’ 
grandmother? 


Then it comes to me, Davina Ross... of course, ma’ good 
friend. She would understand, and she would welcome the 
thought o’ Samuel Barnes being a free man again... free for 
her to take a chance wi’ him. Yes, tomorrow morning I will 


send her a note and then take father’s carriage to her 
house. She will understand. 


Ma’ eyes start to droop, heavy wi’ sleep. The kirk bell tolls 
midnight, and still ma’ father has no’ returned. I dinna ken 
if this is a good or bad omen. I continue to stare oot into the 
night as long as I can until ma’ eyes eventually close, and I 
sleep. 


Ma’ dreams are all shadowy, black and white wi’ no colour... 
like nature at dusk but wi’ a sinister and evil feel. There is 
fog all aroond me, and I am naked wi’ ma’ ankles and wrists 
in chains. Despite the cold, there is a fire burning deep 
wi'in me, and I feel a familiar ache between ma’ legs. At 
first, Ihear him calling ma’ name, unseen through the mist, 
feel his hands around me... his finger caressing me. I am in 
ecstasy, and then the fog begins to clear, and I can see a 
dark shadow ahead o’ me. It takes me a while to focus, but 
then I see it, the shape o' a man standing some way ahead. 
As the vision becomes clearer, the figure calls oot to me, 
imploring me to help him. I realise it is Alex. I want to run to 
him, but the chains stop me. It is then that I feel hands 
around ma’ body again, the fingers grasping at ma’ 
nakedness and as I look around I freeze... it is Samuel 
Barnes, a cruel and wicked grin on his lips. Alex shouts oot 
one last time, and as I look up I see the hangman’s noose. 


Ma’ eyes snap open at the sound o’ a carriage pulling to a 
halt on the gravel drive in front o’ the house. I check the 
time... it is past two o'clock, and suddenly I am awake. I 
hide behind the curtains, no’ wanting ma’ father to see me, 
but I can tell by his body language that he is no’ in a good 
mood. That can only mean one thing... his trap has not 
worked... Alex is safe. 


Suddenly I feel exhausted and fall into bed. No doubt I shall 
find oot all about ma’ fathers evening o’er breakfast... but 


soon I sink into a deep and dreamless sleep. 
XXXX 


“I will fund the reward...100 pounds for the man... alive or 
dead. This man must be stopped. We will be the laughing 
stock o’ if we are no’ careful.” 


As I walk into the breakfast room ma’ father slams his cup 
o” tea onto the table, slopping the contents and leaving a 
nasty stain on the pristine white tablecloth. Mr McKay is 
already seated before him, and both men turn to look at me 
as I enter. 


“Mhairi, ye are up late. Mr McKay and I are just about to go 
to the constable's I am afraid my little plan was thwarted by 
that masked villain... that damned Black Ghost. My god... it 
was if the man knew all aboot it.” 


I feel a little knot form in ma’ stomach. “Why... what 
happened, father?” 


“What happened... WHAT HAPPENED! Why that Black 
Ghost struck again... held both of us up with a great 
blunderbuss and took all o’ our valuables before gagging 
and tying us together. Those fools... the constable's men did 
no’ return until past one o’clock to rescue us. I hae ne’er 
been so humiliated in all ma’ life. We are off to the 
constable's to put a reward oot for this Black Ghost... dead 
or alive!" 


"But... how do ye ken that it was him, father? I mean... it 
could hae been anyone?” 


“What do ye mean... anyone?” 
I feel mysel’ blush... I hae spoken too freely. 


“T just mean that how can ye be sure it is the same man?” 


Ma’ father’s eyes narrow as he looks at me, cautiously. 


“Oh, it was him, alright... the same man that robbed us that 
night... the same man that shot and killed that unfortunate 
fellow on the night o’ yer party. I would recognize him 
anywhere... e’en wearing a mask.” 


“But ye were no' there when the man was shot, father... 
this Black Ghost could be an innocent man?” 


“An innocent man!”, ma’ father beats his fist down onto the 
table. “How can ye say that girl when ye hae seen him wi’ 
yer own two eyes? It was him, alright, and I will see the 
fellow hung for his crimes. Come, Michael we must be 


going.” 


Ma’ father eyes me warily before stepping away from the 
table. He is no’ pleased wi’ me. I must learn to hold ma’ 
tongue or else he will be suspicious. 


“Oh, father. Will ye be back wi’ the carriage later. I was 
going to see Davina this afternoon?” 


“I am afraid ma’ business will take me away for most o’ the 
day, Mhairi.” 


He must notice the disappointment on ma’ face, for, in a 
moment, his mood seems to change. 


“Why dinna ye ride o’er to see Davina. “Tis a fine day and 
no’ too far... as long as ye are no’ late back, ye should be 
fine.” 


Mr Mckay looks astounded. “Are ye sure Mhairi should be 
riding oot on her own while this madman is still on the 
loose?” 


Ma’ father shoots him a look. “Mhairi is a capable girl, and 
it is no” far. The man is more likely to hold up a carriage... 


this way she will be much safer. Now, come, Michael.. we 
hae much to discuss.” 


“Thank ye, father...” I start, but he is already gone. 


Ma’ father is a puzzle to me, first blowing hot and then cold. 
It is unlike him to allow me so much freedom... but then he 
likes Davina and probably thinks her influence will do me 
some good. Nevertheless, it is all very puzzling. 


Stil, Iam no’ complaining. Ma’ hunger has all but left me, 
and I sit alone and sip ma’ tea. Alex promised that he would 
no’ go oot last night, but it must hae been him the man 
seemed to know all about father’s plans he could easily hae 
been captured... and he promised me. 


I hear father, and Mr McKay drives off in the carriage, 
before making ma’ way back upstairs to prepare for ma’ 
visit and send a quick note to Davina. The cook will be 
heading into town soon for her shopping, and she can take 
the letter on her way if I am quick about it. 


Just as I am climbing the stairs, there is a knock at the door 
and I see one o’ the maids rush to answer it. I am only at 
the top o' the stairs when she calls up to me. 


“Oh, Mistress Mhairi there is a gentleman here to see ye.” 


Ma’ heart starts to beat quickly, and I can feel the heat in 
ma’ face... is it him? I skip back down the stairs, just 
pausing at the bottom to compose mysel'. As I reach the 
door, I am disappointed to see an older man standing 
there... probably collecting for the poor. 


“If ye are looking for any scraps, then the kitchen door is at 
the back o’ the house.” 


The grey haired man raises his bright eyes in response. 


“Ye are Mhairi Brown?” 


I nod, warily. 
“Then I hae a message for ye.” 


Slipping his hand inside a long, dark coat, ... he pulls oot a 
small missive and hands it to me. I am about to close the 
door on him, but I notice that he has no intention o’ leaving, 
but stands and smiles in front o” me. 


“The sender has asked me to wait for a reply.” 


It is all somewhat mysterious, and I unfold the note in ma’ 
hands. 


Meet me tonight, my love, by the old crossroads. About 7? 
Let Alfred know if it is possible x 


I look at the old man wi’ fresh eyes... so this is Alfred... 
Alex’s trusty retainer. I smile as kindly as I can. 


“Would ye care to come in for a moment?” 


Alfred shakes his head. “No, ma’ lady... I had better return. 
My master is eager for a response.” 


I canna help the smile on ma’ face. 


“Tell him, yes... Alfred... tell him, yes.” 
XXXX 


I receive word in the early afternoon from Davina, stating 
that she will be home and that she is looking forward to ma’ 
visit, and that I am to stay for tea. It suits me well, as that 
means I can make a detour on the way back to meet with 
Alex, even if it is just for a few moments, it will be 
worthwhile. I read and re-read his letter, tracing the loops 
o’ his writing wi’ ma’ finger. It is the first thing that he has 


gi'en me, and I must keep it safe, so I hide it in a book o” 
poetry that sits on the little cabinet besides ma’ bed. 


It is a beautiful yet cold day, and the ride exhilarates me. 
Oh, what it must be like to be a man and hae all the 
freedom in the world. I imagine me riding by the side o’ 
Alex when we are married... the whole world to explore if 
we wish it. 


Devina is already at the door, waiting for me as the stable 
lad leads ma’ horse away, and she rushes to me. 


“Oh, Mhairi... it is so good to see you. We did no’ hae the 
chance for a proper chat at yer party, well nothing 
confidential anyway. Now come and tell me everything, 
come and tell me all about Samuel Barnes!” 


Samuel Barnes. I knew he would be the topic o’ 
conversation, but I canna help but smile. Davina will no’ be 
expecting to hear what I hae to tell her. 


Once we are sat in her little sitting room in front of a 
warming fire, she folds her hands on her lap and leans 
towards me. 


“Well, I heard that Samuel proposed marriage to ye... what 
happened?” 


News travels fast. I had no’ e'en mentioned the matter to 
ma’ friend, but obviously, the gossips were already at it. I 
wonder how much she already knows? Davina is a beautiful 
girl, glossy chestnut hair and deep brown eyes. Sometimes 
she reminds me o’ a beautiful mare, but I hae no’ told her 
that to her face. I can see she is excited to hear ma’ news, 
her cheeks flushed wi’ expectation. 


“Tis true, Davina... Samuel did ask for ma’ hand on the 
afternoon o’ ma’ party...” 


She stares open-mouthed. “Well, why did ye no’ announce 
it? It was a grand occasion, and everybody was there?” 


“I said no... Davina. I turned him down.” 


In her eyes, Samuel Barnes could do no wrong, in short, he 
is her ideal man...probably the ideal man o’ all the local 
female population. Except for me o’ course. 


Her mouth stays open as if the shock o’ the news has 
paralysed her. Eventually, she blinks. 


“Ye turned him down?” She shakes her head in disbelief. 


“Aye... well, I did initially but Samuel had already asked 
father, and father had gi'e him his blessing. I told him that I 
would think on it.” 


Davina lets oot a sigh o” relief and smiles. 


“Thank the Lord for that. So ye are going to marry him, 
after all?” 


“Well, no’ exactly. Ye see, he came back a few days later and 
asked me for an answer, and I said no.” 


“But why, Mhairi.. why on earth would ye no” want to 
marry Samuel Barnes... every girl that I ken would die to be 
in yer shoes.” 


I look at her, wondering if I can tell her ma’ secret. 


“Father says that I must marry him... he thinks that I am 
overwrought and need to see the physician.” 


She shakes her head and smiles. 


“Nay, ye are no’ overwrought... but there must be a 
reason?” 


I look at ma’ hands, no’ really knowing where to begin. 


“Well, there is something...” 
Standing, I move to the window, unsure o’ how to start. 


“Ye see, Davina. It is like this... I am in love with someone 
else.” 


If she was shocked before, this news makes ma’ friend 
almost fall oot o’ her seat, and she rushes o’er to me, her 
hand eagerly clutching at ma’ arm. 


“Ye dark horse, Mhairi. But who?” 


What can I say? I dinna want to put Alex at risk, but the 
burden o’ ma secret weighs me down too heavily. 


“It is someone I met recently... ye dinna ken him.” 


Davina crinkles her brow. This is a small place, and anyone 
worth knowing is already part o’ our circle. 


“But who, Mhairi... it is no’ James, is it?” 


I think about James McVane’s spotty face, he is barely oot o” 
short trousers. 


“Nay, Davina... what do ye take me for?” 


“Then who... who is it?” she pulls at ma’ arm, impatient to 
hear the truth. 


Taking a deep breath, I breathe steadily for a moment 
before speaking. 


“Ye must promise no’ to tell a soul?” 
Davina looks at me wi’ a solemn expression on her face. 
“Cross ma’ heart and hope to die, I promise” 


“His name is Alex McBeth.” 


I watch her face as she takes in the information, a blank 
look in her eyes. She shakes her head. 


“But I dinna ken anyone by that name?” 


“And neither did I until a week ago, I met him one night 
when I was oot wi’ father, after the ball at Muir Ord.” 


“But I was at the ball, Mhairi... I didnae notice ye dancing 
wi’ a stranger?” 


I shake ma’ head. “Nay, lass. I said after the ball.” 
Ma’ friend looks incredulous at me. 


“Mahiri, ye talk in riddles lass. That night o’ the ball, 
wasnae it the same night yer carriage was held up by that 
highwayman?” 


“Aye... the Black Ghost.” I canna help but blush as I speak 
his name. 


Her eyes widen. “Mhairi, ye dinna mean that... ye canna 
mean...” 


She is hardly able to speak the words. 
“Aye, Davina. Alex McBeth and the Black Ghost are one and 
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the same... he is the man I am in love wi’. 


Ma’ friends face is a blank. At first, her mouth drops and 
then she goes deathly pale. 


“Ye canna be serious, Mhairi... tell me that ye talk in jest?” 


I shake ma’ head in reply, and I feel Davina’s grip weaken 
on ma' arm as she turns slowly and walks back to her chair. 


For a moment she sits, her head down, looking into her lap. 


“How can ye love such a man... he is a murderer... a thief?” 


Looking up, she turns towards me, and I see tears in her 
eyes, and I rush to her side. 


“No, Davina, ye are wrong about him.” 


The colour returns to her face, and her shock turns to 
anger. 


“How can ye say that? There is already a price on his head 
everyone know he shot a man dead. And ye, Mhairi... ye and 
yer father... ye were robbed too! Ye hae seen it first hand. 
How can ye love such a man?” 


“It isnae true. He didnae shoot that man... I ken that he 
didnae.” 


“Oh, Mhairi... how can ye know... ye are just foolin’ yersel’. 
This is madness!” 


“I ken because he was with me that night at the time the 
man was shot... so ye see... it couldnae hae been him.” 


Her eyes are now like saucers. 
“But when... how?” 


“He came to the house the night before last... I met him in 
the garden.” 


“Mhairi, ye are being foolish! This is adangerous man. Who 
ken’s what he might do to ye... let alone yer father ifhe e’er 
found oot!” 


“Oh, Davina, ye hae it all wrong... he is no’ dangerous at all. 
He robs from the rich to gi’e to the poor. Why the things he 
stole from father went to help a little boy... he is very gentle 
and kind wi’ me.” 


She clutches at ma’ arm again, her face close to mine. 


“Ye havnae let him touch ye... ye havnae?” 


“Oh, no, Davina... we hae kissed... but I havnae let him... he 
wouldnae... ye see he is a real gentleman.” 


Ma’ friend snorts in reply. 


“This is foolishness ye must see that, there is no future wi’ a 
man like that... be reasonable Mhairi.. yer father would 
ne'er accept it. Besides, this fellow will be captured afore 
long, and then he will be sent to the gallows... there is no’ 
future lass.” 


Now it is ma’ turn to be angry, and turning away, I walk 
over to the window. 


“Dinna say such things, I love him despite what ye say... he 
is a good man... I wouldnae love him if he wasnae. We plan 
to run away together, to elope and get married, then it 
doesnae matter what father thinks. I dinna need his 
permission.” 


With that, I burst into tears and then we are both silent for 
a moment before Davina rises and comes to stand next to 
me. 


“Oh, Mhairi, ye are ma’ dearest friend, and I love ye dearly. 
Let's no” fall oot about this.” 


She hugs me, and I let ma’ head fall onto her shoulder. 


“Och, Davina, ye are a true friend... but I love him... I truly 
do... what am I going to do?” 


“I ken that ye love him... but there is no need to be hasty. 
Think it o’er for a while... there is no rush... is there? If this 
man truly loves ye, then he willnae push ye intae anythin’. 
Just promise me that ye will think on things for a while... 1 
mean... where will ye live... how will ye live? And if the man 
is caught... what then? All I ask is for ye to think about it, 
and no’ do anything wi'oot telling me first. Do ye promise?” 


I can see what ma’ friend is trying to do... thinking that this 
is just a passing phase... that I will soon forget him and turn 
ma’ thoughts to Samuel Barnes. Although she is a good 
friend, I can see that she will ne’er understand... she is just 
like ma’ father. I hate to do it, but I must lie to her. 


“Ye are right, friend. I promise. I willnae rush into anything, 
and I promise to tell ye afore I do anything. But ye must 
promise me one thing... that ye dinna breathe a word o’ this 
to anyone... this is our secret.” 


We hug and kiss, and she rings for tea. Now I wish that I 
hadnae told her...somehow I feel vulnerable sharing ma’ 
secret. But it is done, and there is no undoing it. Davina is a 
good friend, and I trust her to keep her word. 


The rest o’ the afternoon passes slowly. Despite our 
promises, ma’ secret hangs in the air like a spectre at the 
feast. We speak about anything else, yet our minds are on 
one thing only. It is when I stand to leave, that she dares to 
mention the subject again. 


“Ye willnae do anything rash, friend?” 


I shake ma’ head and lie. “No. I dinna e'en ken when I will 
see him again. Ye are right, Davina. I will think about all ye 
hae said.” 


We hug, and suddenly she shivers, her hand passing o’er 
her heart. 


“Get inside, Davina. Dinna catch a cold on ma' behalf.” 


She shakes her head. “It is no’ that, Mhairi. I hae just had 
the strangest feeling. Ye ken that sometimes I hae these 
strange visions o’ the future, just like ma’ father and ma’ 
grandmother? Well just now, when we hugged... the image 
o’ a man being shot came to ma’ mind. Oh, be careful ma’ 
friend... I see very great danger.” 


I try and laugh it off, but suddenly I feel a chill mysel’ at her 
words. 


“Dinna worry. I shall be fine, Davina. Ye must be just 
thinking about the man that was shot on the night o’ ma’ 
party?” 


She nods. “Perhaps ye are right, but take care.” 


We hug a final farewell as the stableboy arrives wi’ ma’ 
horse, and soon I am riding away to meet Alex. 


The light is just fading as I ride away. I couldnae wait to be 
alone again... wi’ ma’ own thoughts. Davina’s words startled 
me at first... e’en put fear into ma’ heart... but now that I 
am on the way to see him again, ma’ heart races... 
exhilarated at the thought... and I ken in ma’ heart that he 
is the only man for me. As I ride, I sense that someone is 
behind me, following me... I look around, the road behind is 
empty... but a shiver still runs down ma” spine, and I hasten 
on into the night. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


STUART 


I canna wait to see Mhairi again. Indeed, I hae thought o’ 
little else. I am eager to see her... to hold her, but I am also 
anxious to tell her o” ma’ resolve to hang up the Black Ghost 
for good. 


I will find another way to help the poor, but I must hae the 
lass and make her mine. 


I arrive early at the appointed meeting place, just as it is 
growing dark. Perhaps I shouldnae hae expected the lass to 
meet me at such a place at dusk... I shouldnae be putting 
ma’ own safety first, but after tonight it willnae be a 
problem. I am a nobleman in ma’ own right... be it a poor 
one, but at least Iam honourable. I shall win her father o’er 
somehow. 


It is a quiet spot, some say haunted. I dinna ken why I told 
the lass to meet me here, it is no’ a very romantic spot. A 
gallows used to stand at the place o’ the crossroads, and a 
sudden shiver runs down the length o’ ma’ spine. A sudden 
noise, like the sound o’ a gun being fired rings oot across 
the silence, and a murder o’ crows rise above the tree’s, 
calling oot to each other in the gathering gloom. 


Ma’ heart starts beating fast, and suddenly I am afraid for 
Mhairi, something deep wi’in ma’ heart tells me that she is 


in danger, and turning Bess, I head off in the direction of 
the noise. 


As I ride, I think that I hear a horse galloping somewhere in 
the distance, afore all is quiet again. A little way up the road 
I see a horse standing on its own, minus a rider and ma’ 
heart sinks, fear pricking ma’ consciousness. I instinctively 
ken something is amiss, and where is Mhairi? 


The stray horse whines as I approach, and I hush it gently 
wi’ ma’ voice. 


“There, there, girl.. now, where is yer owner... where is 
Mhairi?” 


Wi’ ma’ heart in ma’ throat, I dismount Bess and holding 
the reigns o” both horses, walking slowly down the road. I 
dinna ken what to expect, I dinna want to. Suddenly 
everything looks menacing in the darkness... the tree’s 
casting dark, ugly shapes against the backdrop o’ night. If 
anything has happened to her... I will ne’er forgive mysel’ 
for asking her to meet me in such a forsaken and dreary 
place. 


Then I spot it, a dark shape on the ground amongst the 
trees. I swear ma’ heart almost stops as I let go o’ the 
horses and rush over to find Mhairi laying in the mud by the 
side o” the road, halfhidden in the trees. Her face looks 
pale in the moonlight, and her lips are blue. Ma’ heart 
lurches as I stoop to her side, and touch her face, gently. 


“Mhairi... Mhairi ma’ love, can ye hear me?” 
I reach for her hand, and it is cold. I fear for the worst. 
“Mhairi?” 


I am no’ a religious man, but at that moment, I offer up a 
prayer... to any God that might save ma' love. 


I hold both her hands in mine, trying to warm her flesh, to 
get the blood moving around her body. I look around...we 
are alone. Who e’er was here with Mhairi, who e’er fired 
that shot is long gone and probably far away by now. 


For a moment, I hold ma’ breath, and then I see her eyes 
flicker slightly. She moans slightly and then is silent again. I 
thank the gods that she is alive. 


“Mhairi?” 


She is unresponsive again. Has she been shot? I check 
around her, but I see no blood... there is no’ a mark on her, 
but then I notice that her leg is twisted beneath her as if 
she had fallen hard upon it. Perhaps her horse bolted at the 
sound o’ the gunshot and threw her from the saddle... it 
would explain the horse running loose. I look at her leg and 
wonder if it is broken, her ankle seems swollen. I kiss her 
face softy, but she doesnae respond... the lass is totally oot. 
There is nothing for it, but I will hae to carry her home. It is 
just a little more than half a mile cross country. 


Picking her up gently, she stirs in ma’ arms... she is as light 
as a feather, and I try to be as careful as I can as I bundle 
her up in ma’ cloak to keep her warm. Bess follows me, and 
the lasses horse follows Bess, and we form a strange 
procession as we walk across the moonlit countryside. 
Mhairi lies so still in ma’ arms that I hold her close to hear 
the faint thrum o’ her heart. 


“Live, ma’ love... live... dinna leave me now that I hae just 
found ye.” 


Ma’ arms dinna ache... only ma’ heart, and eventually... 
after half an hour I see the lamps o’ the castle flickerin’ in 
the darkness. It is the most welcome sight I hae seen in 
years. 


Alfred opens the door as I approach... I expect that he has 
been watching oot for me, worrying for ma’ safety. 


“Sir, what on earth...?” 


“It is the girl, Mhairi. Something has happened. I found her 
like this on the road.” 


I explain the gunshot and the horse on the road... leaving 
Alfred to see the horses are safe while I carry Mahairi 
through to the main living room where a great fire is 
blazing in the grate. Laying the girl down across the chaise 
lounge, I pull it towards the fire in an attempt to warm her 
through. I wonder what to do for the best... and am pacing 
the room, at ma’ wit's end as Alfred enters. 


“What am I to do. Alfred? I canna call a physician, it will 
seem strange that I brought the girl back here, I dinna 
want to draw attention to mysel’, but I canna leave her like 
this?” 


He scratches his head for amoment. 
“Let me see, Sir. I ken a little about these things.” 


I am always amazed by the knowledge in ma’ old retainer’s 
head and stand back while Alfred looks Mhairi over. He 
opens her eyelids gently wi' his fingers and looks at the 
white o” her eyes. Then he holds her wrist and puts his 
fingers to the side o” her neck. 


“Well, Sir. If it is as ye say and she has been thrown from 
the horse, it is likely she has hit her head. She needs to rest 
awhile. I am no’ expert, but I think we ought to get a 
physician. It doesnae look good. But one thing I dinna like 
the look o’ is that ankle. It looks like she might hae 
damaged the bone. I can make a poultice and bandage it up 
to keep the swelling down for the moment until we can find 
someone to look at her properly.” 


I stand open-mouthed at his knowledge. 


“Ahem...I will need some hot water and bandages, some 
herbs, milk and bread. I’ll go and fetch things I need from 
the kitchen, and then we can see how she is.” 


Alfred manages to patch up her ankle, yet she lays still, her 
face pale in the glow o’ the fire. I sit and hold her limp hand 
and feel uneasy, vulnerable... helpless. I sit until the fire 
burns low, but there is no change in Mhairi. Alfred brings 
me a whiskey as I feel ma’ head drooping, and I knock back 
the golden liquid to wake me. Mhairi looks as pale as 
death... a slight feverish sheen on her brow. I dinna like it. 


“I canna sit here, waiting Alfred. I must do something. 
There is only one thing for it... I will hae to send for the 
physician... if anything happens to Mhairi, I will ne’er 
forgive mysel’... even if it means that questions will be 
asked and I end up on the gallows. I would gladly gi’e ma’ 
life for hers.” 


I move to fetch ma’ boots to ride o’er to town to fetch the 
physician when Alfred stops me. 


“Wait a minute, Sir. There is possibly a better solution. 
There is a woman who lives deep in the woods... a healer. I 
hae seen the miracles she can perform... let me ride to 
fetch her Sir... it will only be half an hour. Ye stay here and 
watch o’er the lass.” 


I hardly e’er disagree wi’ Alfred... but this time I shake ma’ 
head. 


“Nay, Alfred. I canna risk her life in the hands o’ a witch. I 
had better fetch the physician.” 


Alfred stares hard at me. “Very well, Sir. As ye insist... but 
those were the very words yer father said. I can see him 


standing in nearly the same spot as ye are now, uttering 
those very same words...” 


“What do ye mean, Alfred?” 


“Well, Sir. When ye were born... as ye ken, it was a difficult 
birth, and yer father sent for the old woman o’ the forest as 
most o’ the woman in these parts did when gi'en birth... o” 
course, she was a young woman then.” 


I start to get ma’ coat impatient to be away. 


“But ye ken as well as I do, Alfred, that ma’ mother died in 
childbirth. This woman obviously couldnae save her.” 


“Ye are wrong, Sir. If that woman hadnae been fetched ye 
wouldnae hae lived.” 


“But ma’ mother...?” 


“As I say, yer father stood there just like ye are now. Ye had 
just been born, but it had been a difficult birth, and yer 
mother was losing lots o” blood and was very weak. Yer 
father didnae hae faith in the healer and dismissed her, 
sending instead for the physician from town. O’ course, the 
rest is history. I tried to persuade yer father to let the 
healer hae a look at yer mother... but he was afraid, he 
loved her so much ye see... he thought he was doin” the 
best for her. She died, and yer father was heartbroken.” 


I pause at his words. “But ye canna ken whether or no’ she 
would hae died anyway, Alfred. E'en if the healer woman 
had stayed and ma” father hadnae sent for the physician, 
she might still hae died?” 


“That is true, Sir. And it is yer decision, but I ken that if I am 
e’er at death’s door, then I would rather hae the healer look 
at me than any physician from town.” 


It is a sobering thought. What to do... which decision to 
make. Ma’ father was a broken man after ma’ mother died, 
and I fear that I would go the same way if anything 
happened to Mhairi. I look at her so helpless, so pale lying 
next to the fire. I look at Alfred, his old grey eyes twinkling 
in the candlelight. Ma’ old retainer has ne’er let me down 
afore... I trust him wi’ ma’ life, aye and that o’ ma’ love. 


“Get yer boots Alfred, and bring back this woman... I will 
wait wi’ Mhairi.. but hurry, old friend, and be careful. 
Mhairi’s father will already be oot looking for her.” 


Despite his age, Alfred is an excellent horseman, and I wish 
him godspeed as he sets oot into the night. It is in the 
opposite direction o’ Fort William and into the forest, so I 
doubt he will be troubled by anyone. 


I sit back wi’ Mhairi, and stroke her face. She doesnae 
respond, just lies there as still as a beautiful marble statue 
except for the slight flicker o” her pulse at the base o” her 
throat. 


“Oh, Mhairi, ma’ love. Stay strong ma’ love, stay strong. Ye 
canna leave me now.” 


I bend and gently kiss her dry lips. 


It seems an age until Alfred arrives back wi' the woman, 
although he has been gone for less than an hour. 


The woman is no’ what I expected. She is a small, grey- 
haired, neat little woman, and bustles in carrying a large 
wicker basket full o” bottles and herbs, and I step to the 
door to greet her. 


“Ah, good even’ Sir. I hae no’ seen ye since ye were born, 
these forty long years. I remember it as if it were yesterday. 
Now, where is the child?” 


I point back to where Mhairi is lying, and immediately she 
goes to examine her. First, she touches the girl, feeling all 
around her head and neck. Then, like Alfred, she gently 
opens her eyelids and examines her eyes. Next, she takes 
oot a small vial o” dark looking liquid, and motions to mysel' 
and Alfred watching helplessly on. 


“T will need a little water to mix this potion if ye will fetch 
me some?” 


Alfred is gone before the words leave her lips. 
“What is it?” I eye the glass vial suspiciously. 


“Ah, Sir. Dinna worry. I hae used this potion on many 
occasions. It is almost powerful enough to waken the dead, 
but no’ quite. I am still working on that one.” 


She cackles at her own joke as Alfred returns wi' a pitcher 
o” water. 


“Now, if ye two gentlemen will help to set her up a little, so I 
can pour a little o” the liquid into her mouth, wi’oot her 
choking. She only needs a few drops.” 


We gently move Mhairi up onto the cushions and using a 
glass dropper, the woman applies a few drops o’ the mixed 
potion, immediately staining the lasses mouth and lips 
purple where it touches. 


“Are ye sure...” 


The woman nods. “Dinna fret, sir. I ken this doesnae look 
like much, but this is very powerful. The lass will sleep until 
morning, and then she should awake. She will need to rest 
for a few days, and no’ be moved to completely cure her, 
and take a drop o’ this in water for a week to make sure she 
is completely restored. Now, let me look at that ankle. It 
looks like Alfred has done a fine job.” 


She checks oot Alfred’s handy work while I watch. She 
removes the poultice and feels around the ankle. 


“I ken it is only a bad sprain, but again the lass will need to 
keep off it for a good few days and keep it raised. I hae 
some oil to rub into it that will help wi’ the swelling and 
inflammation.” 


“Is there anything I can do?” 


The old woman smiles at me. “I can see that ye are worried, 
but wi’ rest the lass should make a full recovery. The whites 
o’ her eyes are clear, which is a good sign. I believe she has 
just had a nasty fall, e'en the shock o’ a fall can leave folk 
unconscious for a while. Ye look just like yer father, standing 
there... worried about yer mother. I am sorry that she died, 
son. A lad needs his mother as much as his father, probably 
more so. Ye look like her too, ye ken. The same eyes and 
mouth. Now, Il stay for the night if ye wish... just until the 
lass wakes in the morning. Now stoke up that fire and bring 
more blankets. I can sleep well enough in one o” these 
chairs.” 


Alfred retires for the night, and soon the old woman is 
snoring gently in the chair. I canna sleep but sit and watch 
Mhairi, ma’ eyes never leaving her. For a moment, her eyes 
seem to open, looking straight at me but unseeing before 
closing again. 


I pray that I hae made the right decision. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


MHAIRI 


As I ride to meet Alex, I am sure that I can hear the wheels 
o’ a carriage in the distance behind me. I hae a strange 
feelin’ about it, so I urge ma’ horse on, and we gallop 
quickly onwards. 


It is dusk, and the light soon fades, and I canna wait to see 
ma’ love again. As we turn a bend in the road, I see a dark 
figure on horseback. It must be him, having ridden a little 
way down the road to meet me. I canter eagerly up to him, 
but as I move closer, I see it is no’ him. Ma’ stomach 
lurches, the man on horseback in front o” me is wearing a 
black mask and cape, much like Alex, but it is no’ him... and 
in his hand, he holds a gun. 


“Ye man, stop!” 


He points towards me and rides closer, peering at me 
through the gloom. 


“Well, well. If it is no’ a lassie. Well, this is a pleasant 
surprise.” 


“T hae nothing o’ valuable on me, Sir. Now if ye will let me 
ride on...?” 


I try to sound brave, but ma’ voice is quivering in terror. 
This must be the highwayman that shot dead the man on 
the night o’ ma’ party. 


He rides next to me, his mouth curled into a sneer. 


“Why, ye are a bonny lass. I think I could find something o’ 
value on yer person?” 


I dinna like the way he smiles at me, his gun now pointed at 
ma’ heart as he starts to get down from his horse. As he 
does, the gun slips for a moment and falls onto the ground. 
I see it as ma’ only chance to get away and dig ma’ heels 
into Beauty’s side. 


“Come on, girl, as fast as ye can.” 


For a moment, I feel that we are free, and then I hear it... 
the sound o’ a gunshot. 


The sound is so loud that it startles ma’ gentle mare, and 
she rears her front legs high into the air. Itry and cling on, 
but I canna and feel mysel’ falling to the ground, and I 
wonder if I hae been shot when all goes dark for a moment. 


It is as if I am swirling in a deep fog for a moment and I feel 
lost. Beauty is missing, and I seem to be on a long road, but 
dinna ken where I am heading. All I ken is that I am going 
to meet Alex, but I canna remember where or when. And 
then I hear it, faint at first, but he is calling ma’ name... 
somewhere, far, far away. 


I try and call oot to him, but no sound comes, ma’ mouth is 
dry and ma’ lips parched. Ma’ head is aching terribly, and 
all I want to do is lie down and go to sleep, but somehow I 
ken that if I do, I may ne’er see Alex again. Something deep 
inside o’ me tells me that I must keep on. His voice gets 
louder, almost as if he is whispering into ma’ ear. I 
turnaround, expecting to see him, but the road is empty 


except for me. Ma’ legs seem to drag on the road, feeling 
heavier and heavier, and although it is no’ quite night, the 
fog swirls around me once again making it almost 
impossible to see. There are voices in ma’ head, a woman's 
voice and although I canna see her, I sense her. I feel 
something bitter on ma’ lips, and a queer sensation as if I 
am being pulled up towards the light. For one brief 
moment, I see candlelight, the glow o’ a fire blazing and the 
face o” Alex, staring down at me. I blink, and the vision is 
gone as soon as it appeared, and suddenly I am floating in 
the air, as light as a feather. 


XXXX 


“Alex! n 


For a moment I dinna ken where I am, but all I can think 
about is ma’ love. 


“Alex! n 


There is a movement at ma’ side, and suddenly he is there, 
leaning o’er me, his blue eyes shining down into mine. I try 
to sit up, but there is a terrible pain in ma’ head, and I 
slump back down onto the cushions. 


“Alex, where am I... what's happened?” 


I feel as if I am shouting, but ma’ voice comes oot as a mere 
whisper, and he bends o’er to catch ma’ words. 


“Mhairi, ye hae come back to me” he clutches ma’ hand as if 
he will ne’er let it go again. 


The room is unfamiliar, and I seem to be lying on a chaise, 
and the embers o’ a fire burn red in the hearth before me. 
The curtains are drawn, and the room is in semi-darkness. 


“Ye had an accident, but ye are alright now ma’ love, ye just 
need to rest. I will make up the fire.” 


He kisses me gently and stands to put more logs on the fire. 
I close ma’ eyes and try to think, but ma’ head hurts if I 
concentrate too hard. 


“She is awake.” 


An old woman is standing next to Alex, and both turn to look 
at me. I recognise the woman’s voice, but I hae ne’er seen 
her afore. She smiles and reaches forward to touch ma’ 
face. 


“Dinna worry lass, ye will be well now. Ye hae had a fall, and 
hae been oot o’ things for a time, but wi’ a few days rest ye 
will be well.” 


I frown and look to Alex for an explanation. He just smiles 
and holds ma’ hand. 


“Dinna fash ma’ love. I will tell ye all about it when ye are 
feeling better. Ye just need to rest and get well.” 


He kisses me, and I feel a warmth spread through ma’ body. 
It is only then that I notice the poultice on ma’ leg, the dull 
ache in ma' ankle. 


I remember riding Beauty, something must hae happened. 
“Is Beauty alright?” 


“Aye lass, she is in the stable wi’ ma’ own horse... she isnae 
harmed. Now rest, and I will hae Alfred make up some o’ 
his famous broth. Ye will be up and about in no time.” 


I want to ask more questions, but I suddenly feel so tired, 
and I canna keep ma’ eyes open. I drift away, and when I 
wake, the sun is streaming into the room, a delicious smell 
reaching ma’ nose. I hae ne'er felt so hungry. 


“Ah, the patient awakes. Just in time. I will ask Alfred to 
bring in a little broth and bread.” 


I manage to sit up, ma’ head is still hurting, but no’ as 
severely. 


Alfred brings me the broth on a tray, and I recognise the 
same twinkling eyes that brought me Alex's message. 


“Tam glad ye are feeling a little better, Miss.” 


He places the tray afore me, and I eagerly eat while Alex 
watches. 


“My, ye are hungry. That is a good sign. I will hae to ask 
Alfred to make up another batch afore long.” 


The broth is delicious, and as the tray is taken away, Alex 
sits and takes ma’ hand. 


“Ye are feeling better?” 

“Aye, much better. But what happened?” 
He looks deeply into ma’ eyes. 

“Ye canna remember?” 


I shake ma’ head. I hae tried again and again to recall what 
happened, but ma’ mind is blank. 


He holds ma’ hand gently. 


“Well, I canna ken for sure, but I was waiting at the spot 
where we had agreed to meet, and I heard a gunshot. I was 
worried for ye, so rode in the direction o’ the noise. After a 
while, I found Beauty, wandering on her own, and then I 
saw ye, lying by the side o’ the road.” 


As he talks, I notice that his eyes shine wi’ tears. 


“When I found ye, yer body was lifeless and still. Oh, Mhairi, 
I really thought the worse. I thought that ye were... yer face 
was so pale...” 


He struggles wi’ his words... this handsome, strong man 
almost breaking his heart o’er me. Tears spring to ma’ own 
eyes. 


“Tt is alrigh’ love... I will be fine. But what happened after 
that?” 


“Well, I looked around for whoe’er it was that fired the gun, 
but he was long gone. I didnae want to move ye, incase ye 
were badly hurt, but I had no choice. I carried ye back here, 
wi’ Beauty and Bess walkin behind me.” 


“So ye didnae see what happened to me?” 


“Nay, lass. But it seems that ye were thrown from the horse, 
most likely the sound o’ the shot startled Beauty and she 
threw ye to the ground.” 


“Poor Beauty. But she is alright?” 


“Aye lass, I promise. She is happy enough in the stables wi’ 
Bess for company. I think those two are getting’ along 
famously... like old friends.” 


At least that is a weight off ma’ mind. 
“But what then?” 


“Well, good old Alfred looked ye o’er, and said ye should hae 
a physician look at ye. He put a poultice on yer ankle, and 
then I was going to ride for the physician in Fort William, 
but...” 


URL 


“But it would hae been a danger to yersel 


He smiles gently, down at me. 


“Aye lass, but I couldnae let anything happen to ye. I would 
ne’er hae forgi’en myself’ had ye been lost to me.” 


“And did ye fetch the physician?” 


He shakes his head. “Nay lass, I was just about to ride to 
fetch him when Alfred here stopped me, ye could say that it 
was he that saved yer life and no’ me.” 


Alfred o” course shakes his head. “Dinna believe him, lass. 
Ye will excuse me for interrupting Sir, but had ye no’ walked 
here wi’ the girlin yer arms, then who kens what would hae 
happened?” 


I feel Alex’s hand, warm in ma’ own. I owe both men so 
much. “Go on... what happened next?” 


“Well, Alfred here advised me to fetch an old woman... a 
healer, from the woods. She had helped ma’ own mother 
gi’e birth to me, a difficult birth, and Alfred had more faith 
in her than the physician. Ma’ own father made that 
mistake, and it cost ma’ mother her life.” 


“The old woman that was here? I recognised her voice from 
somewhere as if I had heard her before in a dream.” 


“Aye lass, she gave ye some potion that made ye well. 1 
couldnae thank her enough. She wouldnae e'en take any 
payment for it... said seeing ye looking better was payment 
enough.” 


“When I am up and about again, I will thank her mysel' for 
her kindness. Ma” father will surely pay her handsomely.” 


Ma’ father...I had no’ thought o” him until now. 
“Alex, what about father... does he ken...?” 


“Nay lass... I hae no’ let him ken that ye are safe and well. I 
wanted to see how ye were this morning. He will be so 


worried about ye, I will ride o’er this morning to tell him.” 
tt No! 1 
I clutch at his hand as if it will prevent him from going. 


“But he will no’ ken who I am. There is nothing to link me 
wi’ the Black Ghost as far as he is concerned.” 


“Alex, ye mustn’t put yersel’ in any danger. Father will be 
suspicious if ye turn up. He has questioned me about ye 
kissing me that night, and he might put two and two 
together. Now that I am going to be well, we canna put our 
future together at risk. If ma’ father is at all suspicious o’ 
ye, he will see ye hang at the gallows. He might recognise 
yer voice... anything...?” 


“But Mhairi, he is yer father and will be anxious.” 


“In a few days time, I will be well enough to return home. I 
will just tell him that I must hae had a fall from ma’ horse, 
but I canna remember anything, and a stranger looked 
after me and brought me home. He will ne’er be able to 
trace ye. Father will be upset, but it will no’ kill me. We hae 
no’ been close since ma’ mother died.” 


He nods slowly. 


“If ye say so, lass. He is yer father... and it will only be a few 
days until ye are fit to travel back home. Although I must 
admit, it is nice having ye here... I dinna want to make 
enemies o’ yer father. It wouldnae bode well for our future 
together. I wish ye could stay here always lass.” 


Alex grasps at ma’ hand and looks deeply into ma’ eyes. 


“I love ye, Mhairi... more than anything in the world. After 
what happened I need to look after ye and keep ye safe, 
forever.” 


I feel ma’ eyes prick wi’ tears. “Aye, I love ye too, Alex... wi’ 
all o’ ma’ heart. Dinna worry too much about ma’ father, I 
fear that he will ne’er understand. I was thinking, perhaps 
we should elope and marry? Once we are settled ma’ father 
couldnae do anything about it, he will eventually come 
round, I'm certain.” 


I feel tired, and Alex nods thoughtfully and squeezes ma’ 
hand in response, and as ma’ eyes close, I wonder what he 
really thinks o’ ma’ suggestion o’ eloping. 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


STUART 


I sit wi’ Mhairi until she sleeps again. She is looking much 
better, much stronger, but she is tired and needs more rest. 
Her idea o’ eloping has gi’e me food for thought. Until this 
happened, I had been thinking along the same lines mysel”, 
but now seeing her so vulnerable has made me think. What 
right hae I to take her away from her father like this, and 
will she resent me in the future? Indeed, he may ne’er 
accept me, but there must be some way? If only Ihad more 
wealth, could look after the lass better. Ihae a name, but no 
fortune to go wi’ it. In the past... this ne’er bothered me, 
but now... If only father had left me just a little, then 
perhaps I could hae invested it... made something o’ this 
place? There has to be something I can do? 


Alfred has found some o’ ma’ mothers old clothes that had 
been packed away, and are about Mhairi’s size. They are a 
little old fashioned, but are clean, and hae surprisingly 
stood the test o’ time, locked away in old chests. Ma’ father, 
it seems didnae throw anything away. After moving in, I 
didnae hae the will to look through ma’ father’s old things, 
and I wonder what else he might hae? 


The clothes hae been hung ootside and aired, and I lay 
them neatly by her side. When she wakes again, I will bring 
her hot water so she can at least wash in front o’ the fire. It 


feels strangely comforting to hae a woman’s things around 
the place. 


As Iam musing, I hear a knock at the door and leave Alfred 
to open it. I hear voices but pay no heed, and after a while, 
Alfred returns wi' a worried look on his face. 


“Who was at the door, Alfred?” 
He shakes his head, solemnly. 


“I am afraid it is no’ good news, Sir. It was the constables 
men riding oot from Fort William. They are looking for the 
highwayman, the Black Ghost, there is a reward on his 
head, dead or alive for the shooting o’ a man, and also for 
the kidnap o’ a girl, Mhairi Brown. Her father is offering up 
a £100 reward for his capture.” 


“And what did they want here?” 


“Well, Sir. They are checking all o’ the houses round about 
to see if anyone has seen or heard anything. I told them 
that ye were no’ at home, Sir. That ye are in Edinburgh and 
hae no’ been home for some time.” 


“Good thinking, Alfred. But I dinna like them sniffing 
around here. Although it pains me, we shall hae to get the 
lass back home wi' her father as soon as we can.” 


Alfred nods in agreement. “Aye, but I really think I should 
take her back. It is far too dangerous for ye Sir. If they 
catch me, well I am just an old man... they will ne’er suspect 
me o” being the Black Ghost... and what if they did? Ma’ life 
is near its end anyway. Let me do this for ye, Sir. It is too 


risky.” 


Good old Alfred. Even prepared to put his neck on the line 
for me. But I shake ma’ head, I canna let him do it. 


“Ye are agood and faithful friend, Alfred. But I canna let ye 
do that. Mhairi is ma’ responsibility, and I will see to her. 
Thank ye, allthe same. I shall ne’er forget it.” 


“But what then, Sir. What happens then?” 


I shake ma’ head. “I dinna ken, Alfred... but I shall think o’ 
something. I hae to find a way to be wi’ the lass.” 


XXXX 


O’er the next few days, Mhairi feels well enough to stand up 
and walk about, wi’ the aid o’ a crutch I made for her oot o” 
a sturdy oak branch. She canna walk for long, nor put any 
weight onto her foot, but she leans on ma’ arm as we step 
out into the sunshine. 


It is a glorious day, but Mhairi shivers as we step oot, and I 
wrap ma’ cloak e’en more tightly around her. I love this 
view, we can see for miles, and I realise that it is only now, 
wi’ Mhairi by ma’ side that I really appreciate this place. 


She stands and takes a deep breath o' the fresh air. 
“I can smell the lavender bushes... it is ma’ favourite plant.” 


She walks over to where the purple flowering bushes hae 
run wild in the borders. 


“Aye, they were ma’ mother’s favourites too. This was once 
a lovely garden.” 


“And it can be again...” 


She takes ma’ hand and walks across the overgrown 
garden. 


“Where about are we, which direction is ma’ father's 
house?” 


Mhairi spins around... there is no’ a house in view for miles, 
and we are in quite a desolate spot. I hold her close, really 
close... for what seems like ages. I hae missed this, and 
immediately ma’ cock is aching for her. 


“Ye dinna need to ken, lass. No’ just yet. It would be 
dangerous for ye to ken the exact whereabouts o’ where I 
live.” 


She pulls a face. “Do ye no’ trust me?” 


I laugh.“It isnae that lass, but it would be safer for both of 
us if, for the present, ye dinna ken. Ye do understand?” 


She smiles and kisses me softly in reply. 


“It is such a beautiful old castle, it is a pity that the main 
wing is uninhabitable. It would make a beautiful home, and 
there would be magnificent views from the windows.” 


We walk o’er to where the main building stands. It is true, 
this was once a magnificent home, and the girl's eyes light 


up. 


“It is no” too bad, the walls look strong, maybe the roof 
needs a little patching, but I'm sure we could make this our 
home?” 


She looks up at me so beguiling that at that moment I 
couldnae refuse her anythin. 


“Aye lass, it would. One day... I promise ye shall live here, 
and be queen o’ all ye survey.” 


I pull her close and feel her lithe, soft body mould against 
mine. 


“Ye will hae to go home tomorrow, lass, ye do ken that?” 


She buries her head into ma’ neck, and I feel her words 
reverberating on ma’ skin. 


“Aye, I ken. But lets no’ spoil the moment. It is such a 
beautiful day.” 


“Och, Mhairi. I hae missed ye... missed the feel o’ ye against 
me... the taste o’ ye.” 


We kiss, her mouth soft and welcoming, hungry for mine, 
ma’ cock is now as stiff as a young oak tree, and I canna 
help but push mysel' against her. 


After a moment, she pulls away from me a little... a naughty 
glint in her eye. 


“I hae missed ye too, Alex, and this.” I am amazed as she 
reaches down and gently rubs at ma’ hardness. 


“T hae been thinking about it all day, Alex.” 


“Do ye mean it, lass, I mean... are ye well enough, strong 
enough?” 


She laughs, her voice tinking like a small bell in the breeze. 


“Aye, Alex. I want ye to take me, to make me yers. Then 
whate'er happens in the future, I will be truly yers.” 


Her green eyes pool wi’ tears, and I wipe away a lone drop 
that trickles down her cheek. 


“Dinna worry, lass. They will ne'er part us, but this is the 
right thing to do. All will be well, just ye wait.” 


I wish that ma’ head could be as certain as ma’ heart, but 
the lass believes me... a look o” complete trust in her eyes. 


“Come, let us get back into the warmth o’ the house, Alfred 
will be gone into town for the rest o” the afternoon, and we 
can make good use o’ the time on our own.” 


She smiles knowingly and takes ma’ hand. 


The fire is all but a flicker by the time we return indoors. I 
stoke it up wi’ fresh coals and wood until it is ablaze and the 
room cosy. I fetch some o’ the blankets and cushions and 
pile them in front o’ the fire, and soon Mhairi is warming 
her toes. 


“There lass, now how about a nip o’ whisky... it will do ye 
good?” 


I pour the whisky, and we drink a toast, the firelight shining 
off the golden liquid. 


“Here is to the future lass, our future. It willnae be long 
until we are together.” 


I smile as she sips the liquid, gasping for a moment as the 
fiery heat hits the back o’ her throat. 


“It is good, no?” 
“Aye, I can feel the warmth down to ma’ stomach.” 
“Here lass, let me warm the rest 0’ ye.” 


Bending forward, I kiss her lips, gently at first, licking the 
alcohol off her lips. She moans wi’ pleasure. 


“Do ye like that lass... ye feel up for more?” 
She nods, dreamily, her eyes still closed. 


Tentatively, ma’ hand reaches up for her breasts. I am 
almost afraid to touch her as if she is a doll made oot o’ 
porcelain. 


I feel the curve o’ her breast in ma’ hand, and her moans 
spur me on to grasp her more tightly. God, I want this lass 
now, ma’ whole body seems to quiver wi’ desire. 


I pull down ma’ kilt quickly and wi’oot ceremony, ma’ thick, 
hard cock springing oot as if it has a life o” it’s own. Mhairi’s 


eyes light up at the sight o’ it, and her soft fingers reach oot 
for me, and I let oot a deep moan at her touch. 


“God, Mhairi lass, that feels so good. I hae ached to feel yer 
touch since the last time we were together like this.” 


She holds me in both hands, working ma’ solid flesh wi’ her 
fingers until she almost has me coming. 


“Nay lass, dinna make me spill ma’ seed just yet. I wannae 
feel mysel’ inside ye.” 


I push her gently back onto the cushions. 
“T want to see ye naked first, lass.” 


She is wearing one o’ ma’ mother’s old dresses, and I turn 
her around to unfasten the back. The fastenings are small 
and fiddly, and ma’ thick fingers are too eager, so I tear at 
the old material, and wi’ a loud ripping sound, the back o’ 
the dress opens like a flesh wound. 


I pull the dress from around her shoulders and discard it 
until she is laying in her thin chemise, a thin sensual layer 
that moulds perfectly into every contour o’ her body. I gasp 
at the sight as I reach once again to grasp her perfectly 
round breasts, the hard nipples pointing through the thin, 
soft fabric. She shudders as ma’ fingers squeeze and cup 
the soft flesh, and I bend forward and kiss her nipples 
through the loose material, nipping and biting gently, 
teasing her wi’ ma’ tongue. 


Her back arches in pleasure and ma’ free hand go 
searching between her legs. I hae to be careful o’ her 
injured ankle, but I gently move her until I hae free range 
between her legs... those soft thighs that a man could lie in 
forever. 


I pull up the chemise o’er her head, and soon she is lying 
naked in the firelight. She is magnificent, like a goddess... 
sheer perfection. 


I sit back a little to take her all in, the first time I hae seen 
her fully naked, and as if feeling suddenly self conscious, 
she wraps her arms around her body. 


“Nay, lass. Dinna do that... let me see ye in all o’ yer glory. 
Ye are beautiful.” 


She moves her hands down to her sides and gazes up at 
me. 


“Are ye sure ye want to do this lass?” 
“Aye, more than anything in the world.” 


I start at her unbandaged foot and kiss her toes as she 
squeals in delight. 


“That tickles.” 


Then I continue ma” kisses up those beautiful shapely legs 
until ma’ face is against her thighs. Pushing her legs open, I 
position ma’ head between them, breathing in the soft musk 
o” her sex. 


At the first lick, she is squirming, and I bury ma’ head as 
deeply as I can into those auburn curls. She tastes so good, 
as sweet as honey, and I lap her up, I canna get enough o’ 
the girl. 


Her body writhes and arches below as I lick and suck at her 
wetness... the girl is ready and wants me. I could lick and 
suck on her all day, but ma’ cock canna wait any longer... 
ma’ manhood is aching wi’ desire for her. 


I sit back on ma” haunches, her mouth is partially open, 
moaning softly. As the pleasure stops for a moment, she 


looks up at me, her eyes narrowed like a cat, full o’ desire 
and longing. 


“Are ye really sure this is what ye want, lass?” 


In response, she pulls me towards her, and I feel her hands 
clenching ma’ buttocks. 


There is no’ going back. 


I slip ma’ shirt off and position mysel’ between her legs, the 
head o’ ma’ cock nudging into her wetness. She is wet, 
ready, but ma’ cock is so thick and long that I worry that I 
might hurt her. Despite the urgent need to bury ma’ cock 
completely inside o” her, I take it slowly. Guiding the tip o” 
ma’ manhood into her soft opening. As soon as ma’ flesh 
meets hers, I hae this growing instinct to thrust into her, 
and I find it hard to stop mysel’. Instead, I push mysel’ 
inside her, inch by inch, immediately feeling her soft walls 
grip me tightly. The feeling is exquisite, and I find that I am 
panting wi’ pure lust. I pause, letting mysel’ enjoy the 
feeling. 


“Ts anythin’ wrong?” 
The lass is gazing up at me and ma’ cock throbs wi’in her. 


“Nay lass, I was just thinking how good this is. I am the man 
to take yer maidenhead, and it is a privilege that I dinna 
want to rush. I must take it easy, or the size 0’ me will cause 
ye pain.” 


I hold her hands onto the floor by the side o’ her head. I 
want to be looking deep into her eyes as I enter her. Watch 
her reaction as she feels a man inside o’ her for the first 
time. I push gently, inching ma’ way inside her tight little 
pussy. Her eyes flinch, as I dare to venture further, almost 
half o’ ma’ member embedded deep inside her. 


“How does it feel, lass?” 
Her breathing is heavy, and her eyes are ablaze. 


“It feels good, I like the feel o” ye inside o” me. It aches a 
little but in a good way. I want to feel all o' ye inside me.” 


I dinna need any encouragement, and gently I thrust again 
and feel mysel’ slip all o” the way inside o’ her. Her eyes 
widen wi’ the shock o” it, but then narrow as her muscles 
expand, gripping me tightly. I hae to concentrate on no’ 
letting ma’ seed gush forward. 


“There lass, I hae ye now. Pinned down by ma’ cock. Do ye 
like it lass? Do ye want more?” 


She smiles up at me playfully. “Aye, ‘tis a queer mixture o’ 
pleasure and pain, and I like it.” 


Her words are music to ma’ ears, and I pull back before 
thrusting deeply inside o’ her once more. I am in heaven 
and an animal urge bursts upon me, and soon I am fucking 
the lass hard. I watch, mesmerised as her breasts wobble at 
every deep thrust I make. Her moans increase, and she 
arches her back until her mound is grinding against me wi’ 
every move, urging me deeper and deeper inside her. I am 
on the brink and releasing her hands, I find the delicate 
bud that lies wi'in the folds o” her sex. It is as hard as a 
bullet, and ma’ finger slips o’er it easily... she is so wet. As 
soon as she feels ma’ touch on her sensitive spot, she gasps 
oot loudly, and I ken that it willnae be long afore she 
reaches the point o’ no return. I want our ecstasy to peak 
together, the wave o’ desire to crash o’er us together. I 
thrust into her as I rub at her, keeping the same rhythm of 
both ma’ cock and ma’ hand. 


Then it comes, like a flash o’ lightning in the dark, and I feel 
ma’ hot seed shooting into her, filling her, spilling down 


between her legs. She too shouts oot in the ecstasy o’ the 
moment, gripping ma’ hand so tightly that I think she will 
break ma’ fingers. 


She is finally mine... we hae consummated our love. We lie 
still for a moment, sticky and exhausted. Ma’ cock still 
twitches wi’in her, like the last throws o’ a dead man. Itisa 
beautiful moment, I am so thoroughly happy, the lass I love 
in ma’ arms, lying naked together in front o’ the fire. Alfred 
will be back soon, but he willnae disturb us. I think he went 
into town on purpose, knowing it was the last day here for 
Mhairi until she returns home. 


We lay still and sleep in each other's arms. 


CHAPTERFIFTEEN 


MHAIRI 


I wake in Alex’s arms. The fire is low, and I pull a blanket 
o’er us to keep warm. We must hae slept for a long time, for 
it is already growing dark ootside. All is still, except for the 
last murmurings o’ the fire and Alex’s gentle breathing. It is 
a perfect moment, I am entirely at peace, and I wish that 
we could stay like this for always. I dinna want to think 
beyond today, but I canna help but think that by this time 
tomorrow I will be back wi’ ma’ father. I dinna worry about 
what he will say, I will pretend to hae no memory o’ the past 
few days, but I worry what will happen to Alex... to us. His 
hair is tousled, and I long to reach oot and run ma’ fingers 
through it, but he sleeps so peacefully that I dinna want to 
wake him. He is ma’ love, ma’ one and only true love. If I 
canna hae him, then I will ne’er love again, ma’ heart will 
be broken. Alex will find a way for us, I just ken that he will. 


Ma’ legs are still sticky from our lovemaking, and I feel 
slightly sore from where his thick cock has been inside o’ 
me. I havenae felt anything like it in all o’ ma’ life, pleasure 
and pain at the same time. It is a heady mixture 0’ 
emotions. His member lies against his thigh, and I am 
amazed how it grows to full size wi’ his passion. Wi’oot 
knowing it, I reach oot and touch it wi’ ma’ fingers, and Alex 
makes a low grunting noise in his sleep. 


A sudden fear passes through me. What if this is the last 
time we are together, the only time we are together in this 
life? Suddenly I want to be reassured by his strong arms, 
his hot lips and feel him inside me once again. I reach oot 
and touch him again, this time wrapping ma’ fingers around 
his flesh. It twitches at ma’ touch. 


“Mhairi?” 


His voice is slow and slurred from sleep as he opens one 
sleepy eye and then another. 


“What is it, lass?” 
I smile and squeeze his cock gently between ma’ fingers. 
“Ye want more, do ye, ye insatiable nymph?” 


It doesnae take him long to stir and once again his cock 
springs to life wi’in ma’ hand. I long to taste him again, and 
wrap ma’ lips around him until he squirms wi’ pleasure. 


I like this feeling o” control, and I straddle him carefully, no’ 
letting ma’ swollen ankle hinder me too much. 


As I take him into ma’ mouth and taste the saltiness o’ his 
seed, I feel his hands encircle ma’ back, and grasp ma’ 
buttocks. He squeezes the flesh softly, and as I bend o’er to 
suck his thick cock, his thumb presses gently inside ma’ 
bottom. I flinch immediately at the strange sensation. 


“Dinna ye like it lass?” 


The feeling is so unusual, so strange to think o’ anyone 
touching me there that I dinna ken how to react. 


“T dinna ken, it was strange...” 


“Ye said ye like the pleasure and the pain, and I thought ye 
might like this. Relax, Mhairi. I want to explore all of ye. It 
can be as pleasurable as the other way if ye relax... first the 


pain and then the pleasure. The more pain, the more 
intense the pleasure.” 


I feel mysel’ blush at his words, I hae ne’er heard anything 
like it afore, but I trust him entirely, and try to relax, as his 
thumb nudges inside me. I instinctively clench around him, 
feeling ma’ muscles grip him tightly. After a moment, he 
pushes his thumb in a little further, and I jump. 


“Och, that hurts a wee bit.” 
He laughs and spits on his fingers. 
“Ye just need a little more lubrication, lass.” 


Wi’ that I feel him slowly insert one o’ his fingers back into 
ma’ bottom. I try and squirm away, but he holds me firm. 


“Relax lass, just get used to the feel o” ma’ finger inside o’ 
ye... it will be pleasurable once ye get used to it.” 


I try and relax again, and this time feel his finger slide a 
little ways inside o’ me. At first, it is painful, but then I get 
used to the feeling, and as he draws his finger slowly oot o’ 
me, I let oot a moan o’ pleasure. 


“Ye see, lass, ye do enjoy it.” 


Although I squirm wi’ embarrassment, I hae to admit it... I 
enjoy the feel o’ his finger in that place. It is different to the 
other feeling o’ pleasure, and I feel mysel’ become wetter, 
and his cock seems to grow against ma’ lips. 


“God, lass. I need to hae ye again. What do ye say to me 
taking ye from behind, filling ye here wi’ ma’ thick cock?” 
He wiggles his finger inside ma’ bottom to make sure I ken 
exactly what he means. 


“But, yer cock will ne’er fit inside me there... surely?” 


“I will be gentle wi’ ye lass... I promise. I just want to ken 
every part o’ yer body... feel every part o” yer body. If ye 
dinna like it, we can stop.” 


Any doubts I hae are overcome by a curious urge to sample 
all o” the delights o” lovemaking. I hae ne’er heard o’ 
anything like this, but I am determined to try everything I 
can before I return home. 


I kneel on all fours as Alex kneels behind me. He wets his 
finger again before pushing it deep into ma’ backside. I 
flinch, but relax, breathing heavily as he thrusts his finger 
deeper inside me. Then he inserts two fingers. I feel him 
widen ma’ hole, stretching it wi’ his fingers before plunging 
them inside o’ me. This time it is more painful but exquisite 
as he pulls them slowly from me again. I wonder what his 
cock will feel like inside o” me, and I tremble at the thought. 
Pleasure and plain... a heady mix. 


He rubs his cock through my fold to makes sure there is 
enough wetness, before I feel his throbbing cock at ma’ 
entrance, gently pushing at ma’ puckered flesh. I think it 
impossible, but he perseveres. A dull ache shoots through 
me, and as I yelp, he stops and gently strokes ma’ back wi’ 
long sweeping movements. 


“Are ye alright, lass. Is it too much? I can stop anytime.” 


I brace myself’ and wiggle ma’ buttocks at him, asking for 
more. 


He thrusts again, and I almost holler oot, but then he 
withdraws, and the sensation is so intense that I groan e’en 
louder wi’ pleasure. 


I feel him position himself once again behind me, now 
expecting a deep thrust. He pushes his flesh against ma’ 
wetness to lubricate himself before dipping the tip o’ his 


cock and pushing to the hilt. I hae ne’er felt anything like it 
in ma’ life before, and feel an intense wave o’ passion 
flooding every cell o” ma’ body as he withdraws and thrusts 
again, gripping ma’ buttocks wi’ both his hands to thrust 
more firmly inside me. 


“God lass, I hae ne’er known anything so tight. I am fit to 
burst.” 


Wi’ one more thrust I tip o’er the edge wi’ him an feel his 
hot seed shoot inside o” me as he continues to thrust until 
he is empty and falls, exhausted onto the rug beside me. 


“Come here, lass. Ye hae worn me oot.” 


He pulls me to him once again, and I can feel the sticky heat 
between ma’ buttocks. Ma’ insides ache wi’ the feel o’ him, 
but I hae ne’er felt so alive. I had heard love making was 
pleasurable, but nothing like this. I wonder what Davina 
would say if I told her... she would probably die o’ shock. 


This time, we sleep only for a short time. Alex makes up the 
fire and brings me hot water to wash wi’. Alfred returns, as 
if on cue, once we are dressed and respectable again, and I 
wonder if he and Alex perhaps hae a secret signal, that I am 
no’ aware o”. 


After supper, we lie together on the chaise, watching the 
shadows dance around the room. Neither of us speaks... 
there is so much to say, but we dinna need words. It may be 
our last night together for a long time... maybe forever, and 
we hold on to each other until dawn. 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


STUART 


I wake early, the sun just rising from its slumber, but there 
is an ache in ma’ heart. I dinna want the lass to go, but Iam 
no’ a savage. If we are to live happily ever after, then I 
canna keep her away from her father. I must do the right 
thing. She is the perfect lass, and I will ne’er find another 
like her. I must risk all to gain everything... that has been 
the motto o’ ma’ life up to now, and it has no’ let me down... 
yet. 


I rise carefully, not to wake the lass, who looks like a child in 
ma’ arms. I think o” last night and the fun we had, her love 
o’ pleasure and pain... I had ne'er expected to find a lass 
like her... an angel and devil rolled into one beautiful shape. 


But now it is time to let her go, just for the moment. For a 
second, I wonder if she could stay... we could carry oot her 
plan and marry, but then what? Her father has a strong 
influence, and knows many people that could make things 
difficult. O” course, we could move around, but that is no’ 
the life I want for ma’ princess. She deserves the best, and I 
will gi’e it to her... I will find a way. 


I watch her for a moment in the still o’ the morning, 
imprinting the picture on ma’ mind, afore I bend o’er and 
kiss her gently to wake her. I want to take her back early 


before most folks are about. It will be safer that way. As 
soon as ma’ lips touch hers, I feel ma’ cock start to grow, 
but it is no use... if I take her now, then I shall ne’er let her 


go. 


Her eyes flutter open, full o” love for me, and ma’ heart 
almost breaks, but I remind mysel’ that this is for the best. 
Alfred has prepared breakfast, but neither o’ us are hungry, 
but we eat a small amount, seeing as he has taken the 
trouble. Mhairi wears her own gown, cleaned and pressed 
by Alfred, and stands waiting for me to put on ma” boots. 1 
hae ne'er been so slow... like a young boy getting ready for 
school. I make excuses to delay our leaving, checking the 
horse, checking the saddle, until there is nothing left to 
check. Eventually, she steps ootside and lays a hand on ma’ 
arm. 


“It is time, Alex.” 


She kisses Alfred goodbye wi' a peck on the cheek, and I'm 
sure I see a tear in the old man’s eyes. 


Mhairi looks at ma’ horse, and then back to me. 
“Where is Beauty?” 


“T think it is safer if ye ride wi’ me. I dinna want ye to be 
able to find this place, it will put ye in danger, and the least 
ye ken the better. Alfred will bring Beauty along later, let 
her go in the fields next to yer father’s house. She will find 
her way from there. Now, I must ask ye to wear a mask ma’ 
love until we get to yer father's house, so ye canna see the 
way we ride. I will wear ma’ mask and cape so that ma’ real 
identity should no” be revealed in case anyone should see 


n 


us. 


She mounts the horse behind me, and doesnae complain as 
I pull a mask o’er her eyes, and wrap a hooded cape o’er 


her to keep oot prying eyes. Wi’ a final wave to Alfred, we 
are away. 


I usually feel so exhilarated on mornings like these, but 
today ma’ heart is heavy. I feel her warm body at ma’ back, 
her hands clasping tightly around me, and once again I 
wonder if I am doing the right thing. It would be selfish to 
keep her wi’oot having the means to look after her properly 
I tell mysel’ o’er and o’er again, but it doesnae lessen the 
dull ache in ma’ chest. A little way before we reach Fort 
William, I stop Bess, and we dismount, now safe to take the 
mask from Mhairi. 


She clings to ma’ arm recognising where we are, almost at 
our journey’s end, and I pull her close for a final kiss. 


“Come ma’ love, I will walk ye home.” 


We walk on in silence until Top Crest is in view. Neither of 
us wants to be the first to speak, and for a moment we 
pause in the trees, no’ far from where we first kissed. 


“Ye will return for me, won’t ye Alex?” 


“Aye lass. O” that I promise wi’ all 0’ ma’ heart. While I live 
and breathe, I will find a way to make this work, come back 
and claim ye for ma” bride. Ye are already mine, dinna 
forget that.” 


We kiss again, and like the image o” her sleeping form this 
morning, I try to take it in, the sound o” her breath, the feel 
o” her soft body against mine, the touch o” her lips. 


“Hey, you there.” 


A loud voice stops the kiss, and instinctively I step back into 
the trees, seeing four men heading towards me. 


“Oh no, ye don't.” 


Mhairi's eyes widen as I feel a pair o’ strong arms grab me 
from behind. 


“Well, well, if it is no’ the Black Ghost wi’ Miss Brown. The 
constable will be pleased.” 


“Let him go, he is no' the Black Ghost.” 


Mhairi protests as the man is joined by two others and they 
march me o'er to the house. I hear her shouting at the 
remaining men, but her voice falls on deaf ear they hae 
their orders from her father and the constable no doubt, 
and after all, there is a price on ma’ head. 


“Put ‘im in here... he will be secure enough until we fetch 
the constable and Mr Brown. We just need to keep an eye 
on the girl.” 


I struggle to turn around and see Mhairi one more time, but 
I am pulled away to a side door and thrown inside, the door 
is locked and bolted quickly behind me. I am inside some 
kind o” shed. There is no light and no window, and the door 
is solid. There is no way o” escape. The Black Ghost has 
finally run oot o’ luck. 


It all happened so fast that I hardly had time to think, and 
now I am trapped wi’ no way oot. I pace the small 
enclosure, ma’ mind frantic thinking o’ ways to escape, but 
there is none. And what o’ Mhairi? What will happen to her 
now she has been found wi’ me? Her story o’ no’ being able 
to remember anything will no’ rub wi’ her father. What a 
fool I hae been... I should hae listened to Alfred. I hae let 
ma’ heart soften, and now I am caught. His words come 
back to haunt me again... will I ne’er learn? 


“For fools rush in where angels fear no tread...” 


Perhaps now it is too late...? 


At least there is one saving grace. The men were in so much 
o’ a hurry to ensure that I was fastened securely, that they 
didnae think to lift ma’ mask and reveal ma’ identity. 
Perhaps there is stilla chance? 


Any hope I had in ma’ heart fades, as I hear the approach o’ 
footsteps. I am no’ afraid, no’ in the real sense... but ma’ 
heart aches thinking that I may ne’er see Mhairi again. 


I hear the key rattle in the lock and the bolts drawn as 
daylight once again floods the small enclosure. Four o’ the 
constable’s men stand there... obviously, they are no’ taking 
any chances wi’ such a valuable prisoner. They do not tie 
me but roughly manhandle me and march me with a man at 
each side into the main house and to the library, where Mr 
Brown and an officious looking man are sat waiting for me. 


Mr Brown sits for a moment, looking over his spectacles at 
me like a pompous schoolmaster. 


“Well, well. We meet again, Sir... but this time under very 
different circumstances. Now it is I that hae the upper- 
hand.” 


He smiles sardonically, but I dinna speak. The men at each 
side o’ me hold ma’ arms tightly. 


“No’ much to say for yerself’ now that ye are caught... eh? 
Like most criminal’s, ye are nothing but a coward at heart. 
Now, sir, what hae ye been doing wi’ ma’ daughter. I canna 
get a word oot o’ her, she just sits and cries.” 


“I hae just brought her home, Sir, ye see I found her after 
being thrown by her horse, and...” 


“Dinna lie to me, Sir. I ken exactly what happened. Ye 
turned ma’ daughter’s head that night ye dared to rob us 
and hae had her under yer wicked spell ever since. Well, ye 
hae been lucky, up to now, but it seems that yer luck has 


just run oot. Men like you always make foolish mistakes, we 
were just waiting for ye. That night ye dared to hold up Mr 
McKay here and mysel'. We had set a trap for ye, and 
somehow ye found oot about it. Well, there were only three 
people that understood the real details o’ that plan, myself, 
Mr McKay and Mhairi, she had been present at breakfast 
when we were discussing the details. So ye see, sir. It could 
only hae been ma’ daughter who warned ye o” our plan. 
Therefore, I followed her in ma’ carriage on the day she 
went missing, along wi’ some o’ the constables men. She 
was returning from her friend's home, but she wasnae 
riding in the direction o” home. That is when we had ye, Sir. 
I ken that she was going to meet ye. But then, a blasted 
branch, fallen from a tree got stuck in the spokes o’ one o” 
the carriage wheels and snapped it clean in two. By the 
time we had got ourselves sorted, Mhairi had disappeared.” 


He pauses, his once seemingly calm face, red wi' anger... 
his voice growing louder until he is shouting. 


“Well, Sir. What do ye hae to say to that?” 


At first, I wonder if it is better to stay silent, but wi’ no 
chance o’ escape, there is only one thing for it... I hae to tell 
him the truth. 


“But surely ye heard the shot, sir? There was another man 
at the scene, he fired a shot, and it must hae scared 
Mhairi's horse, and she was thrown clean to the ground. 
When I arrived, the man was gone, but I saw the horse 
wi'oot a rider, and further along, Mhairi lying in the road... 
unconscious.” 


Mr Brown stands up and starts clapping. “What a 
performance, Sir. Perhaps ye should be on the stage, rather 
than holding up carriages... it is a pity that ye will soon be 
swinging from a noose.” 


“But Mahiri...” 


“Do no’ dare mention her name. If ye hae touched her... if 
ye hae harmed a hair on her head... not that it matters now. 
No decent man will want ma’ daughter after this... even I 
canna play down such a scandal o’ the girl going missing wi’ 
a strange man... the gossips already hae their tongues 
wagging, and I willnae be shamed in such a way. She is just 
like her grandmother, the girl must hae the same madness 
in her and will play oot her days in the asylum... I canna do 
anything more for the lass.” 


His knuckles are white as he slams his fists down onto the 
desk, and the man sat next to him, puts a restraining arm 
on his shoulder. 


“And now sir, we will see the man behind the mask... I will 
reveal the real identity o’ the Black Ghost.... a thief and a 
murderer.” 


I struggle, but the two men hold me tightly as Mr Brown 
walks around his desk to face me. I hold ma’ breath as he 
lifts his hand to remove ma' mask. 


“Sir, the Black Ghost has been captured and apprehended 
near Inverness... he has been brought there this morning.” 


All eyes turn to the man standing at the door, his face 
flushed wi' running. 


“But... what....?” Mr Brown looks on in disbelief as a 
younger, skinny weasley looking man is pushed into the 
room... both his hands tied. 


“What is the meaning o' this?” 


“Sir, this man was caught red-handed, holdin' up a carriage 
wi' a gun, on the road to Inverness. He is the Black Ghost.” 


Mhairi’s father looks from the man to me and back again. 


“But this fellow canna be the Black Ghost... we already hae 
him here?” 


“But sir, we found this on his person, that proves it must be 
him.” 


The man pulls oot a gold pocket watch and chain and hands 
it to Mr Brown, who scratches his head as he looks at me. 


“Well, I’ll be blown. It is the pocket watch that was stolen 
from me... that the Black Ghost took from me that night... 
but I could hae sworn that this was the man.” 


In all o” the confusion, I feel the men at ma’ side release 
their grip upon me. The door to the library is standing wide- 
open as Mr Brown paces away from me. It is ma’ only 
chance, and I hae to take it. 


Making a dash, I bolt away from ma’ captures and make it 
to the door. There is a long corridor ahead o’ me, and I rush 
down it, praying that I will find an exit. 


“Stop that man.” I hear shouts and voices behind me, but I 
canna look around, I hae to keep going. 


I open a large set o” double doors in front o” me. It is the 
ballroom where I danced wi’ Mhairi, the balcony doors at 
the far end o’ the room and freedom beyond. 


I can hear footsteps behind me, but I hurl mysel’ towards 
those doors, praying for a miracle. The doors are unlocked, 
and I throw mysel' down the steps and oot into the garden, 
and towards the thicket o’ tree’s where we first kissed. 


I run across the garden and am almost safely into the tree’s 
when I hear a shot being fired and immediately feel the 
impact to ma’ shoulder. The blast almost knocks me to the 
ground, and I stumble for a second, but then I think about 
Mhairi and summon all o’ the strength that I hae to 


continue. I reach ma’ hand to feel ma’ shoulder and notice 
the blood dripping doon. 


I must escape. 


The pain in ma’ shoulder comes suddenly and almost 
knocks me oot. I will be in shock in a moment, and then it 
will be too late. 


“Mhairi, ma’ love... Mhairi...” her face swims in front o’ ma’ 
eyes, as nausea sweeps ma’ body. 


There is someone in the trees... at first I think I must be 
hallucinating... a dark shape moving towards me “Mhairi?” 


“Sir, quickly... this way.” 


A hand reaches oot to steady me, and at the sound o’ 
Alfred’s voice I come back to ma’ senses, ma’ loyal retainer, 
real and substantial before me. 


“Sir, I was just bringing the girl’s horse back. Can ye get up 
beside me sir... hold on tight, and I will get ye home. 
Quickly, afore they see us.” 


Wi’ the last bit o’ strength I hae in me, I haul myself’ onto 
the back o’ Beauty, and wrap ma’ good arm around Alfred’s 
waist... ma’ injured arm dangling uselessly at ma’ side. We 
are away, and the shouts o’ the men looking for me soon 
fade into the distance. 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


MHAIRI 


I almost faint as I watch them taking Alex away. We had 
come so close to being safe, and now ma’ love is in the 
hands o’ ma’ father, and there is nothing I can do. I am 
taken away and locked in ma’ room to await the arrival o” 
ma’ father who has been all night wi’ the constable, plotting 
the downfall o” the Black Ghost. Well, now they hae him ... 
but Alex is no’ the murderer... but that matters little. The 
penalty for all highwaymen is the rope, whether they kill or 
no’. I throw mysel’ onto ma’ bed and weep. Rachael is sent 
to sit wi’ me, but she is o’ little comfort. She is probably sent 
to spy on me for ma’ father, and I will no’ tell her anything. 
Ma’ heart-aches... it is broken in two. It is all o” ma’ fault 
that Alex has been captured and his death will be on ma’ 
conscience. 


The sound o’ a gunshot ootside has me running to the 
window. I gasp as I see Alex stumbling into the tree’s, shot 
by ma’ father’s men. 


I would haul mysel’ oot o’ the window if I could, but the 
latch is too tight, and I canna move it. 


“Alex. Oh Alex... ma’ love...” I beat ma’ hands on the 
window, but it is no good, he canna hear me, and he 
staggers into the tree’s as ma’ father’s men follow. If he is 


no’ dead, then surely they will capture him. I watch as the 
men wander into the tree’s, holding ma’ breath and ma’ 
heart beating wildly. After a few moments, they come oot, 
alone and shaking their heads. It must only mean one 
thing... ma’ Alex is dead. 


I return to ma’ bed and lie still beneath the covers. Ma’ life 
is o’er. Racheal stands o’er me, speaking, but I do no’ hear 
her words... they are like the mere tweetings o’ a bird. 
Suddenly I remember Davina’s strange prediction “a man 
will be shot” she did try to warn me. 


I just lie there, numb, no’ thinking and no’ feeling. Time 
passes, but I barely notice... it could be minutes... it could 
be hours. 


I must sleep, for when I open ma’ eyes again, ma’ father is 
standing o’er me... his face white and grim, but somehow I 
dinna think that it is wi’ worry for me. 


“Mhairi... Mhairi, can ye hear me?” 


He stares down at me, he is no’ a patient man, and I see 
that ma’ silence is already irritating him. 


“Mhairi, I need to ken where ye hae been this last week, 
and who was that man who brought ye here?” 


At the thought o’ Alex, I find ma’ voice. 
“Where is he father? I heard the shot... is he... dead?” 
Ma’ father hesitates, and his eyes blink for a moment. 


“Aye, he is gone. Now, who was he, where hae ye been? The 
whole town ken's that ye hae been missing and the gossip 
will spread. Too many o’ ma’ men saw ye wi’ him, and 
although I hae sworn them to secrecy, they are bound to 
talk wi’ ale inside ‘em. Yer name will be ruined. If ye tell me 


all, at least I may be able to stop some o” the shame falling 
on ye.” 


He dismisses Alex as if he were nothing but a fox that has 
been shot. His words cut me deeply, and any small flicker o’ 
hope I secretly hold is quickly extinguished. His eyes look at 
me coldly, the same cold stare as Samuel Barnes. It is no’ 
ma’ name that he is worried about, but his own. I stare back 
at him in silence. 


“Insolent girl. If ye willnae talk, then I will fetch the 
physician to ye. There is obviously something no” right in 
yer head, Mhairi. Well, they canna say I havenae tried wi’ 
ye. I hae gi’en ye everything, and this is how ye repay me. 
Well, so be it. We will see what the physician has to say.” 


I am in a state o’ shock. I will no’ eat, and I will no’ drink. 
Rachael tries to make me drink the broth that cook has 
made especially, but I throw the bowl onto the floor. It is a 
silly thing to do, it only adds fuel to father’s suggestion that 
I am going mad, but I dinna care, what does it matter... 
nothing matters anymore. 


The physician calls later that afternoon. He doesnae do 
much, just looks into ma’ eyes... asks me ma’ name, but I do 
no’ answer him, I just stare blankly at the ceiling. 


“Mhairi, do ye hear me? Do ye understand what I’m saying 
to ye?” The physician face is almost touching mine as he 
peers into ma’ eyes. 


“Tt is almost as if the girl is in shock... it must be the trauma 
o’ the last few days... I will gi’e her a sedative and come 
back in a few days to see if she is improved.” 


Ma’ father shakes his head. “I ken that ye are the physician, 
John. But it is just as I feared... she is just like her 


grandmother... ‘tis a madness. What other explanation is 
there for her going off wi’ such a man?” 


“Perhaps, Thomas. But maybe ye are being hasty. We dinna 
ken what has happened to the girl yet? The asylum is no’ a 
good place as well ye ken... no’ for a young lady. If she 
proves mad, then yes, perhaps it is the only place for her, 
but first, let me check on her in a few days to see if there is 
any improvement.” 


I see ma’ father’s face twitching, he is no’ happy. 


“But surely ‘tis madness going off wi’ a man like that... the 
girl is no’ in her own mind... she is a danger to herself and 
the good name o’ ma’ family.” 


The physician nods. “Aye, maybe ye are right... the lass is 
unresponsive. As ye say, madness might run in the family. If 
she has no’ recovered her senses in a few days, I will sign 
the order for the asylum... now, dinna fret, Thomas, ye hae 
done all that a father could.” 


I almost laugh oot loud, ma’ own father would rather send 
me to the hell hole of an asylum, rather than live wi’ a whiff 
o’ shame... he would do this to his only child. Well, I dinna 
care, life is already unbearable wi’oot ma’ Alex. It couldnae 
get any worse. 


I am forced to drink the sedative the physician prepares, 
and soon all around me fades to black. 


XXXX 


I am oot cold until morning, I dinna e’en dream, the potion 
that the physician gave me, must hae been strong. I can see 
daylight ootside through the curtains, and I glance at the 
little clock on ma’ mantle, it is just past nine. I hear 


footsteps ootside, and I expect to see Rachael entering wi’ a 
tray o’ breakfast things... instead, it is ma’ father. 


“Mhairi, ye are awake at last. Now, sit up, girl. I hae some 
good news for ye.” 


Ma’ mind is still foggy wi’ the drug-induced sleep, and for a 
moment I think he is talking about Alex. 


I pull ma’ body up against the pillows, as he paces the floor 
and opens the curtains, letting in the daylight. He turns to 
me, his face all smiles for a change. 


“Ye are a fortunate lass, Mhairi. I had a visit yesterday 
afternoon from Samuel Barnes... the news obviously travels 
quickly.” 


Ma’ heart sinks at the mention o’ his name, and I slump 
visibly into the bed. 


“Ye should look pleased, lass, that he is concerned about 


n 


ye. 
I nod for him to continue. 


“Well, despite everything that has happened, the lad still 
wishes to marry ye. He doesnae care what might or might 
no’ hae happened while ye were missing. His offer still 
stands... hear that Mhairi.. Samuel Barnes will be yer 
husband.” 


I pull the bed sheets tightly around me as if for protection. 


“Nay, father. I hae already turned him down once. I will no’ 
marry him... I do no’ love him.” 


Ma’ father’s eyes almost pop wi’ rage. 


“What! I canna believe what ye are saying, Mhairi. Are ye a 
fool! No other man will hae ye, this is yer only chance. Ye 
will marry Samuel Barnes...or...” 


“Or what, father?” 
The coldness returns to his eyes once more. 


“This is sheer madness, Mhairi. Ye must be truly oot o' yer 
senses. If ye dinna marry the man, ye leave me no other 
option, I will hae to send ye to the asylum.” 


“But father, I am as sane as ye are.” 
He holds up his hands in a rage. 


“Silence, girl. I will no’ hae ye speaking back to me like this. 
I am yer father and ken what is best for ye. It is madness 
no’ to marry Samuel Barnes. Ye are just like yer 
grandmother I am afraid. If ye refuse, it shows that ye are 
truly mad, and the physician will agree and sign the order 
for the asylum. It is yer choice. I dinna ken what that man 
promised ye, but whoe’er he was... ye will ne'er see him 
again.” 

“I dinna ken what ye mean, father.” 

“Dinna come the innocent wi’ me, Mhairi. I am no’ as green 
as ye think I am. I ken that ye were going to meet 


someone... I followed ye back from yer visit to Davina, and 
ye were no’ travelling back home. Now just think on.” 


He slams the door as he leaves, and I am left alone once 
more, wondering how he knew about ma' meeting wi’ Alex? 


XXXX 


I hear the seconds and minutes tick by, what use is time 
wi'oot him? A hundred years could pass by, and I would still 
feel the same. 


Ma’ heart and mind are still in shock when there is a gentle 
tapping at the bedroom door. 


“Go away, Rachael... I dinna want to speak to anyone.” 


Still, the door opens, and it’s no’ Rachael, but Davina who 
steps into the room. 


“Mhairi, it is so good to see ye. I hae been so worried.” 
I turn away from ma’ friend. 


“I dinna want to see ye, Davina. Ye hae done enough 
damage.” 


It suddenly falls into place, she is the only person I hae told 
about Alex. She must hae been the one that told ma’ father 
about him. 


I feel the bed shift as she sits on the end, and feel her hand 
on ma’ arm. 


“Whatever is wrong ma’ dear friend? Yer father said that ye 
were unwell, but might be happy to see me?” 


I can feel the anger start to build wi’in me, the first real 
emotion since I saw Alex being shot. 


I turn on her, unable to stop the tears in ma’ eyes. 


“How dare ye come here, Davina, and how dare ye call me 
yer friend when ye hae betrayed me?” 


Her face turns ashen as she looks at me in astonishment. 
“What on earth do ye mean?” 


“Dinna play the innocent wi’ me. I ken that ye must hae told 
ma father about me and Alex, he followed me from yer 
home.” 


“But how could I? Oh. Mhairi.. ye only told me all about yer 
strange man that afternoon, how on earth could I hae let 


n 


yer father know so quickly?” She grasps ma’ hands and 


stares at me. 


“Dinna look at me like that Davina, I am no’ sick in the head 
as ma’ father seems to be telling everyone. Ye are right, I'm 
sorry, but father did find oot about Alex somehow and had 
me followed, and now he is dead, and it is all ma’ fault?” 


“Dead... but I thought they were holding the Black Ghost in 
the local gaol until the trial?” 


I shake ma’ head. “Nay, Davina. They shot him, I saw it wi’ 
ma’ own eyes, just ootside ma’ window near the trees.” 


“Oh, ye mean the OTHER man?” 


I stare at her blankly for a moment...perhaps I am going 
mad? 


“What other man?” 
She stares back at me, incredulous. 
“Ye mean yer father dinna tell ye the whole story?” 


Suddenly I am sitting up and taking more notice than I hae 
since the shooting. 


“One o’ our servants is friendly wi’ one o’ yer fathers stable 
hands and told me the tale. It seems that another man was 
arrested on the road to Inverness in the early hours... 
another highwayman. He was caught in the act, and when 
he was arrested, they found yer father’s pocket watch on 
him. So ye see, that was proof that HE was the man that 
had robbed yer father... that he was the Black Ghost.” 


I shake ma’ head. 


“But it was Alex that held up our carriage and took father’s 
watch, that is how we first met?” 


“Well, the costables men thought it proof enough, and so 
did yer father in the end. Apparently, yer father was just 
about to unmask Alex, when the other man was brought in. 
In all o” the confusion, it seems that yer man made a run for 
it and was shot trying to escape.” 


The vision o” Alex being shot comes into ma’ mind, and I 
canna help the tears that start to fall. 


“If only he had escaped, he would hae been a free man. Oh, 
Davina, it doesnae seem fair... I should hae listened to ye in 
the first place, ye tried to warn me o' the danger... ye saw a 
man being shot.” 


Davina sits quietly for a while before speaking. 


“I wasnae going to tell ye this, but I had a strange dream 
last night... that is why I came to see ye... but well, I didnae 
ken what to make o” it all.” 


“Go on.” 


“Well, I was in a strange place... a sort o’ castle that was 
almost like a ruin...” 


“That is where Alex lives... that is the castle where I hae 
been staying, half of it is in ruins.” 


“Well, I was inside, and I could see a man lying on a chaise 
and another, older, grey haired man standing o’er him, 
speaking. I couldnae hear what was being said.” 


“That would be Alfred, his man servant.” 


“Anyway, the man on the chaise starts calling oot yer name, 
and I could see that he was injured... I saw blood... felt lots 
o’ pain.” 


“Go on.” 


“Well, that is it. But that is not all. There was more gossip 
from the servants quarters. It is rumoured that the man 
that was shot fleeing from yer fathers land... got away.” 


I feel ma’ lip tremble at her words, ma’ voice almost a 
whisper. 


“Ye mean Alex may still be alive?” 
Davina nods, cautiously. 


“If what I hae heard is true, then there is a possibility. One 
man said that there was a large amount o’ blood found in 
the trees, but no trace o’ the man... yer Alex.” 


I hug Davina and kiss her warmly. 


“Oh Davina, then there is still hope, but how can I be sure... 
hae ye had any other strange premonitions?” 


“I am sorry... and I dinna want to get yer hopes up too 
much. This is all based on gossip and one dream, if only...” 


“Tf only what?” 


“Well, sometimes if I hold something belonging to the 
person, I get a better sense o’ what is happening to them. If 
ye had something, anything o’ his, I might be able to tell if 
he is still alive.” 


I shake ma’ head, sadly. “I dinna hae anything o’ his... oh, if 
only...” 


It is then that I spy the little book o” poems on ma’ bedside 
table. 


“Wait, I hae a note written by him, will that suffice?” 


She nods eagerly as I open the book and the small missive 
falls onto the bed. 


“Here, now tell me what ye see, Davina.” 


She picks up the paper, tentatively. “Are ye sure that ye 
want to know? It might no’ be good news?” 


I nod, knowing anything would be better than living in this 
state. 


Holding the paper in both hands, she closes her eyes and 
does no’ speak. 


When she opens them again, she hands me back the paper. 
“Well?” 

She grasps ma’ hand. 

“I feel a lot o” pain, and I see a lot o’ blood. But he lives.” 


I burst into tears as I feel the weight on ma’ heart suddenly 
lifted. 


“Oh, Davina... then there is still chance for happiness... still 
a chance for love?” 


“I believe it to be so, but Mhairi.. I hear that Samuel 
Barnes has asked for yer hand again?” 


“Aye, I will no’ do it, Davina... especially now I ken that Alex 
lives. But ma’ father says that I must marry him, or he 
thinks me mad and will hae the physician sign me as unfit, 
and I will be sent to the asylum to cover his shame.” 


“But that is terrible, ye are as sane as me... how could yer 
father do such a thing?” 


“Tt is his pride, the family name... having a good name is 
everything to him, Davina. The physician will be here in a 
few days. What on earth am I to do?” 


“There is only one thing that ye can do, friend, and that is to 
agree to marry Samuel. One thing is for certain, if ye are 
sent to the asylum, ye will no’ return.” 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


STUART 


I feel the life force ebbing from me as we ride towards 
home. I can barely keep hold o’ Alfred, but the thought o’ 
Mhairi gi’es me the will to live, and somehow I manage it. 
By the time we reach the castle, I hae lost so much blood 
that I feel dizzy and can barely walk inside. Old Alfred, 
props me up and as soon as we are safe, he makes a 
tourniquet to stem the flow o’ blood. He bathes the wound 
in whiskey before bandaging it and leaves me to rest by the 
fire. I feel so weak that I could just close ma’ eyes and let 
mysel’ be taken by the thick fog that seems to envelop me, 
but Alfred willnae let me and keeps me speaking, keeps me 
awake. He sits wi’ me all night, building up the fire and 
plying me wi’ whisky to help wi’ the pain. 


Somehow, thanks to ma’ trusty retainer, I make it through 
the night, and he leaves me for a while to fetch the healing 
woman from the forest. I seem to drift in and oot o’ 
consciousness, seeing Alfred’s face and then the healing 
woman. I also see Mhairi, she is sitting wi’ another and 
crying. I try and reach oot for her, call her name, but she 
canna hear me as if I am a ghost. For a moment, the girl at 
her side looks up and seems to see me, looks right into my 
eyes, and then they are gone, and the thick fog seems to 
engulf me once again. 


I feel hot, as hot as hell... as if a fire is raging deep inside o” 
me. Alfred is calling to me from far away, his voice faint. 


“Sir, sir, can ye hear me, can ye hear me?” 


A shape moves in the shadows, a face wi’ an eerie glow 
approaches, and I blink ma’ eyes in the gloom. 


“Are ye awake, Sir?” 


Alfred stands o’er me wi’ a candle lighting his way, and 
despite the pain, I let oot a small laugh o’ relief. I hae ne’er 
been so pleased to see anyone. 


“Aye, Alfred. For a moment, I thought that I had died... and 
that ye were the very devil himself. hae I been asleep all 
day?” 


“No, Sir. Ye hae been asleep for three days, in fact, we 
nearly lost ye, but the good woman here managed to pull ye 
back from the very brink o’ death.” 


Alfred holds up his candle, and I see the old healer, sound 
asleep in a chair. 


“We owe that good women plenty, Alfred. We must see that 
she is well rewarded.” 


“Indeed, Sir. But first, ye need to rest and get yer strength 
back. Ye are still far from well.” 


“But what about the girl.. what about Mahiri? I should get 
word to her.. let her ken that I am alright?” 


“No, Sir. If ye pardon me, that would no’ be a good idea. 
They hae one man in prison and awaiting the gallows, and 
we dinna want another joining him. Mhairi's father would 
no” be lenient wi' the man he thinks abducted his daughter. 
I believe in the circumstances, Sir, it would be better if ye 
lie low for a while.” 


Alfred is a wise old man. If I had listened to him then I 
probably wouldnae be in this mess. 


“Aye, Alfred. I hae to admit that ye are right but keep an ear 
to the ground for any goings on at Fort William. Find oot 
what ye can when ye are in town... discreetly o’ course.” 


“Yes, sir. Very good sir. Ye hae ma’ word that I will be 
discreet.” 


XXXX 


The healing is a slow process. I am an impatient man and 
resting is no” something 1 am used to doing... especially 
when I am eager to get word to Mhairi. But I ken that it 
would be foolish, and I dinna want to put Alfred’s life in 
danger. The lasses father will no doubt be extra vigilant, 
and Alfred reports back that any stranger found near the 
house is questioned and searched. As ma” shoulder begins 
to heal, another fever burns wi'in me. It has been several 
days since I last saw the lass, and ma’ heart is fretting. I 
wake every morning wi’ ma’ cock as rigid as a poker, 
longing for her... aching for her. Passion is like a madness 
sweeping o’er me, and I fear that I will go oot o’ ma’ mind if 
I dinna see her again. Alfred willnae like it, but I must do 
something... take some action to see her again. Her father 
mentioned something about her being mad, putting her in 
the asylum and I hae to make sure the lass is alright. 


It is a week to the day since I saw Mhairi, and Alfred 
returns home early from town to find me putting on ma’ 
riding boots. 


“Sir, what are ye doing?” 


“Dinna fash, Alfred. I just thought that a little ride oot would 
do me good. Ma’ shoulder is feeling stronger, and I need to 


start using it again.” 
He eyes me warily... Icanna hide anything from Alfred. 


“I dinna think that would be a good idea, Sir. Especially wi’ 
the news I hae just heard in town... that is why I hurried 
back.” 


I stop lacing ma’ boots, Alfred’s face is full o” concern. 
“What is it, man? Is she ill?” 


“Nay sir, I hae just heard today in the market that there is 
to be a wedding in two weeks time... a Miss Mhairi Brown 
to aMr Samuel Barnes.” 


I am speechless for a while... the words hardly sinking in. 


“But she canna, Alfred. She doesnae love him, she loves 
me...?” 


“Well, Iam only repeating what I heard, Sir.” 


“Mhairi would ne'er marry him, no” unless... her father 
made her... no wonder if he is threatening her wi' the 
asylum. That does it... I must go and see her, Alfred. There 
has to be some way to contact her. After everything that has 
happened, I canna let her slip through ma’ fingers like 
this.” 


I pull on ma’ boots, determined more than ever to ride oot 
to Fort William. 


“Dinna be too hasty, Sir. If ye do no’ mind me saying. There 
may be another way to tackle this. I hear that her intended 
drinks at the Old Crosse every Friday night. Perhaps ye 
could persuade him no’ to marry the lass?” 


“Alfred, ye are a genius!” 


I stand quickly and hug a slightly surprised, Alfred. 


“Steady on, Sir. Dinna injure yer shoulder.” 
XXXX 


I wait until darkness before riding oot to the old Inn. I can 
feel the ache in ma’ shoulder, it is no’ healed as much as I 
would like, but I dinna mind the pain, and I focus on the 
task at hand. 


The little Inn is already busy by the time I arrive, which is a 
good thing. No one kens me here, and I can blend invisibly 
wi’ the groups o’ men sat drinking. I pull ma’ cloak up 
around ma’ shoulders to try and hide the fact that I am 
injured. Mhairi’s father’s men are probably still on the look 
oot for any man that might hae been recently shot. 


I order ma’ drink and sit in a corner where I can watch the 
room, unnoticed. As I sip ma’ ale, I hear a cheer rise from 
the opposite corner, where a number o’ young men are sat 
drinking. One young man, in particular, is drinking down a 
cup o’ ale as fast as he can... egged on by the others. 


“C’mon lad, are ye a man or a mouse... ye ken what they 
say... any man that canna hold his ale... canna keep his wife 
satisfied in bed!” 


A roar o’ laughter rises from the young men, as the golden 
liquid spills from the young man’s mouth and onto the table. 


I recognize him at once, the arrogant, sneering face o’ 
Samuel Barnes. 


“Dinna worry about me, lads... I hae enough for both a wife 
and a mistress.” 


“I hear it is more like three or four mistresses, Sam!” 
another voice pipes up to another great roar o’ laughter, 
and I feel a knot harden in ma’ stomach. 


“Aye, the lass is used goods, anyway. I only want to marry 
her to gain the influence and full coffers her father has. No 
doubt she will be 0’ some use and bear me a bairn or two.” 


“Aye, maybe she learned a few tricks to show ye on yer 
wedding night.” A red headed man shouts to more back 
slapping and general mirth. 


I feel ma’ fists clench around ma’ glass. How dare they 
speak about ma’ love in this way. I hae ne’er hated a man 
more than Samuel Barnes, but I must hold ma’ temper for 
in ma’ condition I could ne’er take on six men, especially 
drunk men whose spirits are running high. I will hae to wait 
for ma’ chance. Luckily, they carry on drinking and start to 
tell jokes and move away from the subject o’ Mhairi. 


I order another ale but sip it slowly. Of all nights, tonight I 
need to keep ma’ head. It is ma’ one chance o’ saving 
Mhairi, one chance o’ a life together wi’ her, and I canna 
blow it. 


The old wooden clock on the wall chimes midnight, and 
although the room starts to empty, the men in the corner 
carry on drinking. I finish ma’ ale and step ootside. I will 
finish ma’ waiting in the shadows. 


One by one, the group o’ young men finally emerge, barely 
able to walk and stagger around the back to the stables to 
collect their horses. In the darkness, I reach into ma’ pocket 
and pull oot ma’ mask... it wouldnae do for the lad to see 
ma’ face. I hea ma’ father’s old blunderbuss on ma’ 
shoulder, stifling a groan as I feel the pain. O” course, it 
isnae loaded... but it should serve its purpose. 


He is the last man oot, and as the others ride away, he steps 
into the bushes, and I hear the familiar sound as he relieves 
himself against a tree. I smile to mysel’. A man is always at 
his most vulnerable wi’ his breeches down. I creep up on 


him, his back to me... It would be so easy to kill the man, 
and I hae enough rage in ma’ belly to do such a thing. But 
that would no’ do... I am no’ a murderer, and I dinna want 
the blood o’ this man on ma’ hands. It is only when a twig 
cracks beneath ma’ tread that his head spins around to see 
me. I see the immediate look o’ panic in his eye. 


“Take what ye want, Sir. But I hae little on me... a few coins 
left o’er in ma’ breeches and ma’ pocket watch... but dinna 
shoot me, sir... I beg o’ thee!” 


I can barely stifle a smile, the sight before me is so amusing. 
The young lad still has his hands wrapped around his small 
and flaccid cock, the last drops o’ piss dripping onto his 
shoes. Like most arrogant men, he is a coward at heart, and 
it warms me to see the young man reduced to such a 
jibbering state. 


I step forward, jabbing the end o’ ma gun towards his groin. 
“T think ye hae more than that to gi’e me, laddie?” 


As I poke him, he stumbles backwards in fright, his 
breeches around his ankles, his face as white as a ghost. 


“Please, believe me, Sir. Ye can hae everything I hae... 
look.” 


Samuel starts to scrabble frantically in his pockets, 
throwing oot coins and anything else he can find. I watch, 
enjoying his misery. 


Finally, he unclips his silver pocket watch and throws it to 
the ground wi’ the coins. 


“That is it, Sir. I swear to ye. Now if ye let me be on ma’ 
way... we will say no more about it.” 


“And what if I dinna?” 


I point the gun menacingly again at him... enjoying every 
moment. 


“Nay, lad. I think ye hae something o” more value that I 
want.” 


For a moment, he scratches his head... before a sudden 
look o” recognition passes o’er him. 


“It is ye, the man who kidnapped, Mhairi?” 


I nod, “Aye, but I didnae kidnap her... she came o” her own 
free will.” 


“But what do ye want o' me?” 


“I want ye to leave Mhairi, leave this place and ne’er come 
back. If ye do, I will be waiting.” 


“But we are to be married... it is all arranged?” 


“Then write to her father... tell him that ye canna marry 
her, that ye hae to go abroad to make yer fortune... I am 
sure ye will think o” something.” 


“And what if I dinna?” 


“Then ye must expect me one night... one dark night I will 
creep up while ye are sleeping, and slit yer throat.” 


The young lad looks green at the gills, and for a moment I 
think that he is going to be sick. 


“But ma’ father... ye canna get away wi’ this. Ma’ father will 
hunt ye down and see ye hanged.” 


“Ne’er mind yer father, sonny. I know many men... many 
bad men that owe me a debt. If it is no’ me, then there are 
many that will do the deed for me, and enjoy it. Some may 
no’ be as merciful as me, they like to see a man suffer. Is 


that what ye want to be looking o’er yer shoulder for the 
rest o’ yer life? Now, what do ye say?” 


The young man rises slowly... one eye on the gun. 
“Ttisa deal... I will do as ye say.” 

“Ye will be gone from here wi'in the week, or else...” 
“A week... but that is impossible?” 


“Well, make it possible. Now fasten up yer breeches and get 
ye home.” 


CHAPTERNINETEEN 


MHAIRI 


As soon as I tell ma’ father ma’ decision to marry Samuel, 
his attitude towards me changed, well, at least was no more 
mention o’ the asylum. 


“T ken that ye would see sense, Mhairi.” Was all he said. 
“Now we Shall hae to start making plans for yer wedding.” 


We are sit at breakfast, and I almost choke on ma’ tea. I had 
agreed to marry Samuel, only to buy some time until I could 
be wi’ Alex once again. 


“Well, father... I was thinking sometime in the spring?” 


“The spring, girl? Why that is months away. Ye shall be 
married in a few weeks.” 


“But, father... I canna... there is much to prepare.” 


“Nonsense, Mhairi. Ye hae agreed to marry him, what does 
it matter if it is in two weeks, or 6 months? The quicker, the 
better in yer case. I hae enquired with the reverend, and ye 
can get married in the kirk two weeks time.” 


Suddenly, I am no’ hungry, and the toast lies cold on ma’ 
plate. There is no use arguing wi’ ma’ father... it will only 


make him suspicious, but I canna... will no’ marry the man. 
There must be a way. 


Ma’ father refuses to let me oot o’ his sight until the 
wedding, and so I send a note to Davina to see if she can 
help. She is the only one I can trust. Father thinks that she 
is here to help me with ma’ wedding trousseau and we are 
allowed to sit unaccompanied in the library. 


As soon as we are alone, Davina hugs me tightly. 


“Tam so sorry, Mhairi.. this is all o’ my doing. Ye would hae 
ne'er agreed to the wedding if I had no’ persuaded ye to do 
it.” 


“Aye, but ma” father would hae sent me to the asylum 
instead. It was the only chance I had. Dinna blame yersel”, 
at least it has gi'en me some time.” 


“Aye, but what are ye going to do?” 


“That is where I thought ye could help me, perhaps ye can 
foretell what will happen again?” 


Pulling Alex’s note oot o’ ma’ pocket, I hand it to her. 


“I dinna ken if I can, Mhairi.. it doesnae always work like 
this?” 


“Please try?” 


She takes the paper once again and closes her eyes. I watch 
her closely, looking for any sign. 


At last, she opens her eyes and fingers the note, delicately. 
“Well... was there anything?” 
Her brow creases. 


“Oh, Mhairi.... I saw a wedding.” 


I feel ma’ heart start to race. 


“But that doesnae mean anything, Davina. It could be ma’ 
wedding to Alex that ye saw?” 


She shakes her head, sadly. 


“There was something else... I saw two gold bands 
entwined... one wi’ the initial M and one wi’ the initial S.” 


I grab at her hand, snatching at the note his note. 
“But ye must hae got it wrong, Davina look again.” 
“Nay, ma’ friend. It will do no’ good. I saw what I saw.” 


“What about, Alex. It is his note... why should ye see ma’ 
marriage to another man? Is there nothing there about ma’ 
love? Could ye no’ see him again?” 


Once more, she shakes her head. “I am sorry, Mhairi, that 
was all that I saw.” 


I am in no mood for any company after that, and despite her 
words o’ comfort that marriage to Samuel would no’ be the 
end o’ the world, I find that I need to be alone. She leaves 
wi’ a promise o’ visiting soon. 


I need to think, and I need to think fast. There is only one 
thing for it. I will hae to run away and try and find him. But 
there is something else, a cold shadow o’ doubt has fallen 
across ma’ heart. Why didnae Davina sense Alex like 
before? A sudden fear strikes me to the core. Perhaps Alex 
is dead, maybe he didnae survive his injuries? Surely he 
would hae come back for me ifhe could? 


This will no’ do. I canna allow such negative thoughts to fill 
ma’ head. Until I ken for certain, then there is still hope. I 
must plan ma’ escape. 


XXXX 


I lay asleep all night thinking about what I can do. I hae a 
little money, but no’ much. I hae some o’ mother’s jewellery 
that I could sell... but where would I go? If only I knew 
where Alex lived. It canna be too far away... a crumbling 
castle. Father will ken all o” the places around these parts. 
Now that he is in a better mood, perhaps I can find a 
discreet way o’ asking him wi’oot giving anything away? 


I worry all night about what I will say to father o’er 
breakfast, and as I enter the breakfast room, ma’ heart isin 
ma’ mouth. He is already busy drinking tea and reading the 
morning paper, and he doesnae e’en look up as I sit down. 


I will hae to choose ma’ moment carefully, gauge whether 
he is in a good mood or no’. It is difficult to tell wi’ ma’ 
father. Ipour some tea and wait for him to finish his paper. 


“Ttis a lovely morning, is it no’, father?” 
He looks oot o” the window as if noticing it for the first time. 


“Aye, but I will be in ma’ office all morning, so I shall no’ hae 
time to enjoy it. A man has to work hard, Mhairi.. just ye 
remember that.” 


I take a deep breath... it is now or never. 


“Father, I was just wondering about some o’ the history o’ 
this place.” 


Afore I can finish ma’ sentence, the door opens, and the 
butler brings in ma’ father’s mail and leaves a pile o’ 
envelopes on the table in front o’ him. 


He grunts, forgetting me for a moment, examining each 
envelope in turn. Finally, he sees one that takes his interest 


and slits it open with the letter knife, opens the page and 
quickly scans it. 


At first, his face is still, unreadable, before turning pale and 
then red, as he slams the letter back down onto the table. 


“Of all the nerve!” 
“What is it, father?” 
“I canna believe it... I just canna believe it.” 


He re-reads the letter again before turning his eyes 
towards me. 


“This is outrageous!” 


Ma’ stomach flips, and I try and rack ma’ brain wi’ what I 
might hae done. 


“What... what is it, father?” 
“Tis Samuel... the wedding is off!” 


At first, I think that I must hae misheard him, hardly daring 
to believe it possible. 


“Why, what has happened?” 


“He has gone, fled, left the country. This letter is from his 
father. He didnae say a word, just packed his things and left 
for Portsmouth. Off to make his fortune in India. Did ye ken 
anything about this?” 


He stares at me accusingly, and I try no’ to look pleased. 
“Nay, father. Iam as shocked as ye are.” 


“Well, I willnae stand for this. I shall go and see his father 
and see what can be done about it. He canna treat us like 
this. Running away from his responsibilities. The wedding is 
all arranged... oh, it is too much... I had just managed to 


smooth all o’ that business wi’ yer disappearance, and now 
this.” 


“But surely it is too late, father. He will already be gone. 
Besides, it is no’ ma’ fault... it is all o’ his doing. It canna 
reflect poorly on us. Surely?” 


Father harumphs and looks at me over his spectacles. 


“I suppose no’, but what about you, Mhairi. Samuel Barnes 
was a good match... ye willnae make a better one.” 


“But he has run away, father. Better to find oot before the 
marriage than after?” 


“Humph... perhaps... but If I e’er set ma’ eyes on that 
young man again I will let him ken ma’ feelings. He will pay 
for this humiliation one way or another...” 


Ma’ father continues wi’ his ranting, but I am no longer 
listening. Ma’ heart is rejoicing... Samuel has gone, and I 
dinna hae to worry about the wedding. I dinna hae to run 
away anymore. Ma’ head is filled wi’ so many thoughts that 
I dinna ken where to start. It looks like Davina’s predictions 
were wrong, after all. I wonder what caused Samuel to 
leave? 


But what now? There is still no sign o” Alex. Ma’ hope turns 
to despair wi’ each passing day. Surely, if he were able, Alex 
would come back for me? Deep dread fills ma’ heart once 
more that Alex could be dead.... but I canna let mysel’ think 
like that... I must stay positive. 


CHAPTER TWENTY 


STUART 


I’m pretty sure that I managed to get through to Samuel 
Barnes loud and clear, but I ask Alfred to check on him. It 
seems that ma’ words did their trick, for Samuel has packed 
and left like a thief in the night. 


“It looks like he didnae e'en tell his father... just packed a 
few things and left. Well done, Sir. I could no’ hae done it 
better mysel’.” 


“It is great news, Alfred. Our little plan worked oot better 
than I could hae hoped for.” 


Alfred loiters for a moment while I enjoy ma’ small victory. 
“Ahem, Sir. Forgive me for asking, but what happens now?” 


“That is adamned good question, Alfred, and one that I hae 
been asking myself e’er since I was shot. I canna risk being 
seen until ma’ wound is healed enough that it is no’ 
noticeable... too many questions would be asked. I canna 
risk a note... I canna risk anything that would cast suspicion 
o’er me, and o’er any relationship that we might hae. Now 
that young Samuel Barnes is oot o’ the way, I want to make 
Mhairi a respectable offer o” marriage, even one that her 
father will agree to.” 


“And how do ye aim to go about that, Sir?” 


I shake ma’ head. “That is just it, Alfred. I havenae a clue 
about where to start.” 


Alfred smiles, his wise old eyes twinkling down on me. 


“Well, Sir. Might I suggest that we begin by making the old 
castle more habitable, it’s a start?” 


I hae to agree, it is the only thing we can do. We start by 
sorting through ma’ father’s old things. There are rooms 
full o” chests and cabinets, packed to the brim wi’ old 
papers and documents that I just havenae had the will or 
time to sort through. 


“Aye, Alfred, that is a good idea, but first I must let Mhairi 
ken that I am safe and thinking o’ a plan for us to be 
together... but I canna send a note in case her father sees 
it, and there is no one in the house that we can trust?” 


“A problem indeed, Sir. Although I do ken that tomorrow is 
market day, and she will probably be there wi’ her father? 
Perhaps that will gi’e ye a chance?” 


I ponder it o’er for a moment, and then a plan strikes me. 
“Aye, Alfred, it will. Tell me, does the old blind beggar still 
stand in the market square?” 


XXXX 


The next day I rise early and head for the poor end o' 
town... the slums... to where old Will, the blind beggar lives. 
I made his acquaintance when I first came back, one o” the 
many people I hae helped o’er the years. They dinna ken 
who I am, o’ course. Just a friendly benefactor who gi'es 
them some coinage from time to time to keep them from 


starving. I only wished I could help him more... help others 
more... there are too many poor in this town. 


I knock at the ramshackle door and hear him shuffling 
around inside. The door opens, and I can smell the damp 
and mould. 


“It is me, an old friend.” I shout as the door warily opens, 
and his blank face appears. 


His thin face breaks oot into a smile as his hands reach oot 
for me. 


“Welcome, welcome sir. I hae no’ seen ye for some time.” 


“Aye, Will. Iam sorry. But here, I hae brought ye some good 
things to eat.” 


I hand him a bag o’ food prepared by Alfred, some fresh 
bread, apples, homemade jam and a little tea, plus a bag o” 
firewood and coals to keep him warm. 


He breathes deeply, taking in the smells, his mouth- 
watering. 


“God bless ye, sir. Now I was just going to make ma’ 
breakfast afore going oot. Will ye care to join me?” 


“Aye, Will. Let me make up the fire, for I hae a favour that I 
need to ask o' ye.” 


About half an hour later, I emerge from the hovel. I hae 
seen to it that Will is sat in front o’ a cosy fire, wi’ fresh 
bread and jam and a cup o” hot tea. Will doesnae hae to beg 
on the streets today. I hae gi’en him all o” the change from 
Samuel Barnes pockets... a small fortune for the likes o’ 
Will. In return, I hae swapped ma’ clothes for the old man’s. 
They dinna fit well, and they hae a peculiar smell, but I 
make do wi’ the use o’ pins and such like, and once I don his 
old, shabby overcoat, and hat, Iam almost unrecognisable. I 


tap ma’ way wi’ his stick, shuffling through the early 
morning streets and take up his usual position in the 
market square... where a few o’ the traders setting up their 
wares shout oot a good morning. At least I hae fooled them. 


Now all I hae to do is wait, and hope that Mhairi makes an 
appearance. 


I stand for several hours, and even in the morning sunlight, 
I start to feel the cold. Poor old Will, I wonder how he 
manages? If only there was more I could do for him. It is 
just after ten when I see them, her father first, walking 
rather pompously a little ahead o’ her as she takes her time 
to look at the market stalls as she passes. Ma’ heart skips a 
beat as I see her, and I hae to stop the urge to rush and 
sweep her up in ma’ arms and kiss her sweet lips. Her 
father passes me by, wi’ oot a second glance, and as Mhairi 
approaches, I feel ma’ heart racing. 


“Penny for the poor, Miss?” 


She at me and smiles and ma’ heart almost melts as I see 
her start to open her purse. 


As she drops the coin into ma’ chipped mug, I call her 
name. 


“Mhairi?” 


For a moment she is taken aback by a stranger calling her 
name, but then she looks me in the eye, and I hae to reach 
oot to steady her. 


“Alex?” 


“Aye lass. Ye musn’t stay, but I just wanted to let ye know 
that I am well. Wait for me, lass... it might be a while, but I 
promise I will come back for ye, and then we can be 
together forever. I promise. Will ye, will wait for me?” 


Her eyes are sparkling wi’ tears. 


“Yes, oh, yes, ma’ love. I thought ye were dead. I will wait 
an eternity for ye.” 


“Ye must go now, and catch up wi’ yer father. And Mhairi.. 
ne’er forget that I love ye.” 


“And I love ye too.” 


She walks on, and I watch the back o’ her skirts disappear 
into the crowds, ma’ heart aching wi’ her every step. But 
now is no’ the time to be sentimental... Ineed a plan. 


When I return home, Alfred has already started the 
clearing, and I look at the remnants o’ ma’ father’s life, 
scattered around the room. It only adds to ma’ melancholic 
mood. 


“It looks like most o’ this is for the bonfire, Alfred”, and he 
nods as he opens yet another box o’ yellowing papers. 


“Aye, Sir. There is nothing o’ value here. Just these old chest 
at the back and then most o’ it is done. Ye take the 
remaining papers oot to the fire, and I will open these last 
few chests. It willnae take long.” 


I am stoking the fire wi’ the papers when Alfred rushes oot, 
his usual steady demeanour abandoned to the wind as he 
rushes over to where I am stoking the fire. 


“Sir, sir... come and look. I think the answer to yer 
problems has just been found!” 


At first, I wonder if he is joking, but Alfred is no’ a man for 
idle jest or practical jokes. I am tired and wanting to finish 
burning the old rubbish before the day is oot, but I humour 
him and follow him inside to the dilapidated part o’ the 
building. 


“Look, Sir, here.” 


At first, I can hardly believe ma’ eyes, think it is a trick o’ 
the light, but as Alfred holds the candle near I see them 
clearly. Each o’ the remaining chests is packed to the hilt 
wi’ bundles o’ banknotes. 


“Ma’ god, Alfred. There must be thousands o” pounds 
here?” 


“Aye, sir. It looks like ye hae found yer father’s lost legacy.” 


That night, Alfred and I celebrate by opening a very good, 
old bottle o’ whiskey. I canna believe ma’ luck as everything 
that I want in life is now wi'in ma’ reach... to provide Mhairi 
wi’ the life she deserves and helping those less fortunate 
than mysel’. 


“Will ye be going straight to see the lassie tomorrow, Sir, to 
tell her yer good fortune?” 


That had been ma’ initial reaction on seeing the money, to 
tear across the countryside on Bess to see Mhairi...but now, 
having had time to think, I hae a better idea. 


“No' straight away, Alfred. I must do this right. There is no 
rush, she already kens that I am well and will return for her. 
How long do ye think it would take to make the Ballroom 
and main reception areas o’ the castle habitable?” 


The next day Alfred employs several builders from the 
surrounding area to pay a visit to Cragmore Castle. There is 
little wrong wi’ the structure o’ the castle, and wi’ enough 
men employed, the work and decoration can be completed 
wi’in a month. In that time I shall plan the grandest ball this 
region has e’er seen. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 


MHAIRI 


When Alex stopped me in the street, I could hardly believe 
it, and almost fainted wi’ the shock. Ma’ heart so light, that I 
fairly skipped around the market, trying no’ to let ma’ 
father notice ma’ newfound delight in life. 


Alex is alive, and all will be well. I just ken it. All that I hae 
to do is wait. 


One week passes, and then another wi’ still no word. Every 
night I spend staring oot o’ ma’ window until I am 
exhausted... wondering where he is... somewhere on the 
other side o’ the black night. Then I lie awake in ma’ bed all 
night, just in case he comes to fetch me. 


The waiting starts to exhaust me, I feel so tired all o’ the 
time. One morning, o’er breakfast, ma’ father looks up o’er 
his paper at me, as I sit yawning at the table. He must 
notice the dark circles that hae started to form beneath ma’ 
eyes. 


“Are ye well, Mhairi.” 
“Aye, father. I just dinna sleep well last night, that is all?” 


“Hmmm. Well, I will be travelling down to Edinburgh on 
business in a week. Perhaps ye should come wi’ me... a 


change o’ scenery will do ye good?” 


Ma’ heart lurches. I canna leave Fort William, I must wait 
here for Alex and be ready when he comes for me. 


“I am well, father. I just didnae sleep last night, that is all.” 


“Nay, lass. Ye are looking pale. Ye will ne'er get a husband 
looking like that. Ye will come to Edinburgh wi’ me. It will 
do ye the world o” good, and who kens... we might e'en find 
ye a husband?” 


Ma’ heart sinks at his words, but I ken that it is no use 
arguing wi’ ma’ father. I sit, toying wi’ ma breakfast when 
the letters arrive for father. I pay little notice and sip on ma’ 
tea. 


“Well, well, well!” 
I look up, and for once, father is smiling. 


“We hae an invitation to a ball, Mhairi. A new laird has 
moved into the area, a Stuart Robinson o’ Cragmore Castle. 
This is a great opportunity for ye, Mhairi.. it could bring 
new blood to the area... maybe new prospects for ye?” 


Ma’ father is always looking for a husband for me. I wish I 
could tell him about Alex, but I must wait. I dinna care two 
hoots about a new laird, but I smile at ma’ father and make 
an attempt at polite conversation. 


“When is it to be held, father.” 


“Hmmm. In just o’er a fortnight. I think I will perhaps hae 
to postpone our little trip to Edinburgh... this is too good an 
opportunity to miss... and I wouldnae want to snub a new 
Laird. I hope that ye are no’ too disappointed?” 


“Nay father... as ye say, Edinburgh can wait.” 


At least this Stuart Robinson has his uses. 


XXXX 


Another two weeks pass and still no word from Alex. I am 
worried that if he leaves it too long, ma’ father will hae me 
married off to someone else. It is the night o” the ball at 
Cragmore Castle. I really dinna want to go, I hae no’ been 
feeling well at all, but I must try and keep father placated. 


I am no’ in the mood for dancing, but at least Davina will be 
there, and we can hae a good gossip. A cold has kept ma’ 
friend indoors for two weeks, and I crave her company. I 
look in the mirror as Racheal makes the final adjustments to 
ma’ hair. Father insisted on buying me a new dress in case 
there are any eligible men there tonight. I must say that the 
green silk gown is very flattering, and seems to match ma’ 
eyes perfectly. I only wish that Alex could see me... I only 
want to look beautiful for one man. 


“Why Mistress, ye look breathtaking!” Rachael stands back 
to admire her handiwork, and I canna protest. 


Although I feel beautiful, I canna help but hae a heavy 
heart, as the carriage trundles through the countryside. It 
is a lovely night, the moon is full and the sky littered wi' 
what seems to be a million stars, and the beauty only serves 
to make me sad for it reminds me o' that first night wi' Alex. 


“Smile, girl. Ye will no” be asked to dance wi’ such a 
miserable looking face.” I make an attempt but canna feel it 
in ma’ heart. 


As I look oot o’ the carriage window, I can see the dark 
shape o’ a Castle lit up before us. This must be Cragmore 
Castle. It seems a grand place... all o” the trees on the 
approach are lit wi’ candles, making the place look like 
something from a fairytale. 


“Well, it seems as though the new Laird is looking to 
impress tonight. I hae heard he is one o’ the wealthiest men 
in all o’ Scotland.” 


I canna help but think o* poor Alex in his crumbling castle... 
it is silly, but it almost feels as though I am betraying him. 


The carriage finally comes to a halt in front o’ the place, and 
we step oot into the night air. The scent o’ lavender hits me 
immediately, and I stop to breathe in the heady scent. All I 
can think about is that day wi’ Alex in his garden... how 
happy we had been. 


“Look lively, Mhairi. We dinna want to keep our host 
waiting.” 


Ma' father, as impatient as e'er, bustles me inside the grand 
entrance. I hae to admit that it is stunning and I hae ne'er 
seen such opulence in all o” ma’ life. There are silk and 
velvet drapes, everywhere, and just like the ootside, the 
inside is lit wi’ hundreds o’ twinkling candles. 


I spot Davina wi' her parents, and for the first time that 
evening, I feel a little happiness. I leave father’s side to 
greet her. She is ma’ only confident and it is good to be able 
to talk to someone freely about Alex. She doesnae even ken 
that I hae seen Alex again, and I am bursting to tell her. 


As I hug her, she looks at me strangely... as if seeing a 
ghost. 


“What is wrong, Davina?” 


She laughs and shakes her head. “Oh, it is nothing. Ye hae 
just broken ma’ dream, that is all. Ye are exactly as I saw ye 
in ma’ sleep last night... the same coloured gown, the same 
hair. We were stood here in this very same room, I 
remember the candles twinkling off the grand crystal 
chandelier... .” 


Afore she can finish, there is a silence in the room, and 
there is a whisper that our host is in the room. I look to 
Davina to tell me more about her strange dream, but she is 
looking away behind me. 


“Oh, Mhairi, it is him... the man in ma’ dream.” 


I turn slowly, and the moment is almost like a dream itself. A 
man is walking down the stairs, a handsome man that I 
recognise. It is Alex. I blink, no’ believing ma’ eyes. Ma’ 
heart starts to race, half wi’ desire and half in panic. What 
is he doing here? 


“Mhairi, come along, we must be introduced to our host.” 


Father takes ma’ arm, but I am in a trance. Does Alex 
intend to whisk me away from the ball tonight, in front o’ 
ma’ father? 


Ma’ mind is in a whirl, and I hardly notice when a hand is 
stretched oot to greet me. 


“And may I present ma’ daughter, Miss Mhairi Brown.” 
I look up at ma’ host, straight into the eyes o’ Alex, and I 
faint clean away. 
XXXX 
When I come round, Davina is at ma’ side wi’ the smelling 
salts. 
“Mhairi... Mhairi... are ye alright?” 
I look up into the concerned face o' ma’ friend. 
“Oh, Davina. I must be dreaming. I thought I saw... Alex?” 


“Where?” 


I shake ma’ head, trying to think. 


“Yer father said that ye dinna seem too well lately, that ye 
hae no’ been sleeping well? Perhaps ye hae been thinking 
about him too much lately? Everything looks so different in 
the candlelight?” 


“Perhaps so. Maybe I am unwell, the last few weeks hae 
been such a strain.” 


“Do ye want to go back home?” 
I shake ma’ head. 


“Nay, ma’ father wouldnae like it. And I dinna want to gi’e 
him any more ideas that I might be losing ma’ mind.” 


Ma’ friend helps me to stand, ma’ legs still shaky, and we 
head to the Ballroom to find a seat. All o’ the counties finest 
are here, and the room is full, but we manage to find a 
couple o' seats at the back. 


“Ye were telling me about yer dream, last night?” 


Davina smiles at me, a look o’ concern on her face. “Dinna 
worry about that now, it was nothing.” 


I grab her hand and insist. 


“Well, it is funny, but we were here. The place in ma’ 
dreams was exactly the same. You and the Laird were 
dancing, ye were wearing the same emerald gown, and 
then I saw the two golden wedding bands again with the 
initials ‘M’ and ‘S’.” 


“Mhairi and Stuart...” I speak ma’ thoughts oot loud as a 
gentle hand touches me on the shoulder. 


“T hope ye hae recovered, Miss Brown?” 


I recognise his voice at once, and I almost dare no’ turn ma’ 
face to see him. 


“I was hoping for the pleasure o’ the next dance if ye are 
feeling well enough?” 


I dinna speak as he takes ma’ hand... ma’ Alex McBeth... or 
is it Stuart Robinson? 


His eyes twinkle into mine, his handsome features almost 
making ma’ heart stop, but then another emotion hits me... 
anger. All o’ this time he has lied to me... lied about who he 
is... what he is. Suddenly the room is suffocating me, and I 
need to get away, and pulling mysel’ away from him, I run 
towards the entrance hall.. needing air... needing to be 
alone. 


As soon as the cool night air hits me, I burst into tears... the 
last few weeks o’ happiness spoiled... all a lie. 


I hear his footsteps behind me, but I canna turn around, I 
canna face this man who I so willingly... and stupidly it 
seems, gave ma’ heart and body to. Once again, I feel his 
hand upon ma’ shoulder, and I flinch. 


“Dinna touch me!” 


His voice is full 0° concern. “But Mhairi, what is wrong, I 
thought ye would be happy to see me?” 


I turn to him, wi’ tears in ma’ eyes. 


“I would hae been happy to see Alex McBeth, but it seems 
that ye are a different man altogether... a Stuart 
Robinson?” 


He tries to hold ma’ hand, but I glare at him, hitting at his 
chest in frustration. 


“What is in a name... Mhairi? I couldnae tell ye ma’ real 
name, it would hae been too dangerous.” 


“Ye told me that ye were poor... all o” that nonsense about 
robbing the rich to gi’e to the poor... I dinna ken who yer 
are anymore, Alex?” 


This time he grabs ma’ hand, and willnae let it go. 
“If ye will just let me explain... ma’ love. I did it all for ye?” 


With that, he kisses me gently on the forehead and ma' 
heart almost breaks. 


“Come, let us walk into the garden, and I will explain.” 


As we walk past the lavender bushes, I recognise the 
gardens at once. Alex tells me all about what has 
happened... finding the money and wanting to wait until he 
could ask for ma’ hand as a respectable man. 


“Ye see Mhairi. Any other way and yer father would hae 
been against us. What did I hae to offer, but a life o’ genteel 
poverty? Since that first kiss and the arrest o’ that other 
highwayman, I think yer father has always been on the 
lookout for me. He kens that the man who disappeared wi' 
ye for a wee while is still on the loose. He would hae soon 
put two and two together, and who kens what the 
consequences might hae been? Ye may no’ get on well with 
yer father, but he is yer only kin. I didnae get on well wi’ 
ma’ father, and I will regret it for the rest o’ ma’ life. I dinna 
want ye to hae any regrets ma’ love. This way he will ne'er 
suspect me, a wealthy Laird o” being the same man as the 
one he captured that day, and I can court ye, and marry ye 
and yer father will no’ be any the wiser. Can ye e'er forgive 
me, Mhairi?” 


I look up into his deep blue eyes, see the love burning for 
me. He has done this all for me, has thought of everything. 


Ma’ heart swells wi’ pride, knowing this handsome and 
honourable man loves me. 


“Aye, there is nothing to forgive... but I doubt that I will e’er 
get used to calling ye Stuart!” 


I feel his arms wrap around me tightly, his lips hot and 
urgent upon mine. 


“God lass, I could take ye right here an now... but I must 
behave like a gentleman tonight. We must take things 
slowly and put on a show for the world. Come, let us return 
to the Ballroom and take our first dance as Miss Mhairi 
Brown and Stuart Robinson.” 


I take his hand, and ma’ heart is overflowing. I canna wait 
to tell Davina that her premonitions were accurate, after 
all. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 


STUART 


I hae ne’er been so happy in all o’ ma life. To finally dance 
wi’ the love o’ ma’ life in ma’ arms is a dream come true. O’ 
course ma’ cock is rock hard all evening, but I hae to 
control mysel’ in public and keep sane by telling mysel’ that 
it will no’ be long until Mhairi is mine and sharing ma’ bed 
every night. 


At the end o’ the evening, I ask permission o” her father to 
see her the following day. O’ course, he is only too happy... 
and thus our courtship begins. I do everything formally... 
and Davina becomes a trusted friend as well as a 
chaperone. The girls tell me about her second sight, her 
visions and the events she foretold, and I am amazed. 


Howe'er there is one event that she didnae foretell. As the 
days pass, Mhairi grows a little pale and tired, and I worry 
about her health. The lass has been through so much, and I 
fear that all o’ the stress and excitement may hae affected 
her heart. One Sunday, over tea at the castle, ma’ poor love 
faints, and although she recovers quickly, I send Alfred to 
fetch the old healer from the woods. The woman comes and 
lays her hand on Mhairi’s head. 


“How are ye feeling in general, lass? Any giddiness?” 


To my surprise, the lass nods. 


“Aye, I tend to feel giddy in the morning, and just o’ late, 1 
hae been sick.” 


“Ye dinna tell me that, lass?” 


Taking the healer to one side, I look her directly in the eye. 
Ma’ heart is in ma’ throat as I couldnae bear anythin to 
happen to the lass, no’ after all we've been through. 


“What is wrong wi’ the lass? Is it serious.” 


The old woman shakes her head and smiles. “Nay, well, no’ 
in the true sense o’ the word. But ye will need to take good 
care o’ that lass... and the bairn.” 


I hardly take in her words. “What... I mean... how..?” 


The old woman looks at me and laughs. “Well, Stuart, I'm 
sure that I dinna need to explain all that to ye.” 


Ma’ mind is in a whirl as I turn back to Mhairi, ma’ eyes full 
o” tears. 


“Oh, lass. I couldnae love ye more...ye are with child 
Mhairi...ye are wi’ child.” 


She stares wide-eyed at me, those beautiful green cat eyes 
shining into mine as we embrace, and I kiss her tenderly, 
her soft lips upon mine. Ma’ happiness is complete. 


“Ye ken what this means, lass?” 

She shakes her head. 

“We will hae to marry as soon as possible!” 
“How long, I mean when is the babe due?” 
The healer feels at Mhairi's stomach. 


“It is early days yet. I expect the bairn to come along in 
about eight months time. If ye can wed soon, it will just 


seem as though the bairn is born early, and no one will be 
any the wiser.” 


I resolve to ask Mhairi’s father for her hand that very night. 
O” course he has no objections, and we set about making a 
date for the wedding. 


XXXX 


Two weeks later, I am standing in front o’ the mirror, feeling 
as nervous as a kitten, as Alfred pins a buttonhole into ma’ 
jacket. 


“Do ye hae the rings, Alfred?” I can hear the tremor in ma’ 
voice. 


“Aye, sir. That is the third time ye hae asked me this 
morning. Look, I hae them in ma’ pocket.” 


He pulls the two golden bands oot o” his waistcoat and holds 
them up for me to see. They gleam in the early morning 
sunlight, and I note the engraving o” our initials. It seemed 
like a nice touch. 


“Would ye like a nip o’ whiskey, sir. To settle yer nerves?” 


I nod, and Alfred leaves me alone to find the bottle as I 
examine ma’ reflection in the mirror. I hae come a long way 
in the last few months, swapping ma” black mask and cloak 
for such finery. I hae no’ forgotten the poor either and hae 
already been distributing some o’ ma’ newfound wealth. 
The likes o’ little Tommy and poor old Will shall ne’er want 
for anything again. I hae other plans too, but I must 
concentrate on the day ahead... ma’ marriage to Mhairi. 


Alfred and I arrive at the little kirk rather early. The place is 
empty, and I sit at the front near the altar. I hae no’ been in 
a kirk since I was a young lad, and it makes me feel 


uncomfortable... as if God is looking down on and finding 
me wanting. I am no’ a particularly religious man, but I hae 
so much to be thankful for, that I offer up a prayer in 
thanks. 


The guests start to arrive, and ma’ nerves begin again. 
Through oot all o” ma’ days as the Black Ghost, I hae ne’er 
been as nervous as I am now, waiting for ma’ bride. 


The organist appears, and the dusty bellows are pumped 
before the music starts, wheezing its way through the old 
pipes. I make a mental note to donate a new organ to the 
church as soon as possible. 


The music changes and I hear the congregation stand 
behind me, and ma’ heart is in ma’ mouth as Alfred 
gestures me towards the altar. 


I open ma’ mouth to speak, but he lays a steadying hand 
upon ma’ arm. 


“Dinna fash, sir. I hae the rings right here.” 


I sense Mhairi approaching down the aisle wi’ her father, 
and Davina in attendance as her maid o’ honour. As she 
reaches ma’ side, I turn to face her, and the sight o’ her 
takes ma’ breath away. She is dressed from head to toe in a 
gown o” ivory silk, trimmed wi’ gold and silver thread, and is 
more beautiful than any angel. Mhairi turns to me, her 
beautiful auburn curls dazzling like gold and a myriad of 
jewels in the sunlight streaming through the stained glass 
windows. Her eyes are shining brightly, full o’ love for me, 
and there has ne’er been a happier man. Her father passes 
me her white-gloved hand, as we repeat our vows before 
God and the congregation. 


I hardly hear his words, ma’ head and heart are so full o’ 
love, so much has happened to bring us to this glorious day. 


Finally, he pronounces us man and wife and I take Mhairi 
into ma’ arms and kiss ma’ wife for the first time. Her lips 
surrender beneath mine, and I almost forget that people 
are watching as I pull her to me and taste her sweet lips. 


“I will ne’er let ye oot o’ ma’ sight again lass, ye are mine 
now and forever. I love ye so much.” 


“Ahem...Sir.” 


Alfred clears his throat at ma' side, and it brings me back to 
ma” senses. 


“Perhaps ye ought to save that for the wedding night, sir. 
We hae a wedding breakfast to attend.” 


Good old Alfred, keeping me straight. 


Taking ma’ new wife by the hand, I lead her down the aisle 
and oot into the sunshine to the sound o” the church bells 
ringing our happiness. There is to be food and dancing and 
singing, back at the Castle... but all I can think about is the 
wedding night, and already ma’ cock is starting to ache. 


As I help Mhairi into the awaiting carriage, she gi'es me a 
playful wink, and I gently squeeze her pert little bottom 
afore she has a chance to sit. 


“Be careful, sir. I will hae ye ken that I am now a 
respectable married lady.” Her eyes hae the devil in them 
already, and she licks her lips, teasing me wi' a capricious 
smile. 


I scoop her into ma’ arms and kiss her as the carriage sets 
off to cheers from the watching crowd. 


“I hope not, Mrs Robinson”, I laugh “I hope that ye will 
ne'er be respectable again.” 


CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 


MHAIRI 


The wedding passes as if in a dream. I didnae ken that it 
was possible to be so happy. As I walk down the aisle to 
Stuart, ma knee’s are almost shaking. I am afraid that this 
is too good to be true, and that at any moment I will wake 
and find mysel’ back in bed. 


But it is no’ a dream, and Stuart looks so handsome dressed 
in his plaid as he turns and takes ma’ hand at the altar. We 
speak our vows, and we are man and wife, as one flesh... 
and as he kisses me, ma’ wedding nerves are replaced by 
desire. It has been too long since we lay together, and I long 
to be naked next to him. I can already see the lust in his 
eyes, and ken that he is thinking the same, especially when 
he holds me tight, and I feel the swelling o’ his cock. 


But we must be patient and drive to the castle where a 
sumptuous wedding breakfast has been prepared. The 
whole place has been filled wi’ flowers, and I hae ne’er seen 
so much food in all o’ ma’ life. 


Only once the food has been eaten, the wine drunk and the 
Scottish reels danced are we left alone at last. 


I am tired from all o’ the merriment, but as soon as the last 
o’ the guests hae gone, Stuart sweeps me into his arms and 
carries me through to our new bedchamber, a wedding gift 


from ma’ husband. The room is all o' the colours o’ the sea, 
from deepest emerald to the palest blue. 


“It is to match the colour o’ yer eyes, ma’ love,” he 
whispers, “they change wi’ yer every mood.” 


I touch the fabrics, sensuous velvet and silk, and rich 
tapestries line the walls, but I canna linger for long, as 
Stuart sweeps me to the bed wi’ a great urgency. 


“Ye can study the room at yer leisure, Mrs Robinson, but 
first we must consummate our marriage.” 


His breath is hot upon ma’ cheek as he pins me to the bed, 
and kisses me deeply until I can hardly breathe. We hae no’ 
made love since we found oot that I am wi’ child, and I feel 
him hesitate as he caresses me. I can see the fire burning 
wi’in him, but I also sense that he is afraid. 


“We must be careful, lass. Wi’ the bairn.” 


He places a protective hand o’er ma’ silk-clad belly, a small 
bump just visible. 


“T am fine, ma’ love. The babe is in a safe place, ye will no’ 
harm it. Now, unfasten ma’ gown.” 


His too eager hand's fumble at the buttons, but soon ma’ 
wedding gown slides to the floor, and I lie on the bed in just 
ma’ chemise. I see the bulge in his kilt, and reach oot and 
touch him lightly, feeling the heat o’ his manhood. 


Quickly unfacening his kilt, his cock springs into action, and 
it looks even bigger than I remember. I canna wait to feel 
him inside o’ me, feel his hands upon me. 


Soon we are both naked, and he stands by the side o’ the 
bed, just looking at me. 


“Ma’ god, Mhairi, ye are more beautiful than I remember... 
ye hae made me the happiest man alive, but I canna wait 
any longer, I am fair bursting for ye.” 


Opening ma’ thighs, he kneels between ma’ legs, guiding 
his cock towards me with one hand, while his other hand 
reaches across and caresses ma’ breasts. He gently 
squeezes ma’ nipples, now as hard as berries, and I squirm 
beneath his touch. 


“Does it feel good, lass?” 


I can only gi’e oot a soft moan in reply, as I feel the tip o” his 
cock start to stretch me, nudging its way deep inside o’ me. 
It feels so good, I had almost forgotten how good. For a 
moment he lies still on top o’ me, dropping hot kisses onto 
ma’ face and neck as I feel his thick manhood throbbing 
inside o” me. His eyes are like slits 0’ coal as he gazes at me, 
and I can tell that he is no’ far from release. Feeling his 
length inside o” me, I clench ma’ walls instinctively, 
squeezing his flesh e'en tighter. 


“Ma” god, Mhairi, stop doin’ or I will no’ last.” 


He pants wi’ desire as I squeeze again, and I enjoy the 
feeling o” being in control. 


“Mhairi, I canna control mysel’, ye are too tight.” 


I shudder and clamp down on him again and watch as he 
trembles above me, releasing his seed wi’ a mighty shudder, 
thrusting a few times more until he is fully sated and falls 
on top o” me, the skin on his back, glistening wi’ 
perspiration. 


We lay locked together for a while, wi’ only the sound o’ his 
heavy breathing filling the silence, as I feel his hot sticky 
semen, trickling down between ma’ legs. 


After a while, he lifts his head... a satisfied smile on his face. 


“Ye are the very devil himself, lass. Now, what shall I do wi’ 
ye?” 


The fire between ma’ legs has grown, and I ache for him to 
touch me, and grabbing his hand, I push it down between 
ma’ legs. 


“So, that is what ye want lass ... is it?” 


I nod, arching ma” back as his fingers slip through ma' 
wetness and start to rub ma’ sensitive spot. Almost at once, 
I feel the pressure begin to rise wi'in ma’ blood, the hot, 
burning sensation in ma’ quim. It does no’ take long before 
I am overcome by the most intense and exquisite sensation, 
that floods ma’ senses until I canna take anymore. The 
feeling is almost unbearable, certain that I will explode wi’ 
desire, I try and move away his hand, but he holds me fast, 
as wave after wave o” pleasure intensifies until I am swept 
along on a sea 0' passion. 


Afterwards, he just holds me, our bodies bent into each 
other in perfect harmony. It is a perfect moment, and for 
the first time in ma’ life, I feel completely at peace. I am 
almost asleep when he reaches across and pulls something 
oot from under the bed. 


“T quite forgot, Mrs Robinson. Your wedding present.” 


He hands me a beautifully wrapped box, tied wi’ a silk 
ribbon. Inside is a delicate gold and diamond watch. 


“Oh. Alex. It is beautiful.” 
He laughs. 


“Ye will hae to start getting used to calling me Stuart, at 
least in public. Perhaps ye can call me Alex in the 
bedroom?” 


I put the little watch around ma’ wrist, and it fits me 
perfectly. 


“It is to replace yer little silver watch that I sold to gi’e to 
the poor. I knew ye were the lass for me when ye offered it 
to me.” 


I sit up, admiring the watch in the candlelight. 

“T wonder what happened to ma’ father’s pocket watch?” 
Stuart looks at me in confusion. 

“What about it?” 


“Well, ye stole it from father, but then it was found in the 
pocket o” another highwayman?” 


He shrugs. 


“I dinna ken. I sold the watch to a man I know and he must 
hae sold it on. The highwayman must hae bought it or 
stolen it, and thank the gods that he did... wi’oot it he 
wouldnae hae been brought to ye father that day, and I 
would hae probably swung from the gallows by now. Yes, 
someone somewhere must be watching o’er us, Mhairi.” 


I shiver at the thought o” ma’ love at the end o' a rope and 
hold him e'en tighter. 


“Dinna fear, lass. We hae all o’ that behind us now. The 
Black Ghost has well and truly retired. It has certainly been 
a strange course o’ events that hae brought us to this day, 
but now ye are mine, and soon we will be three... our own 
little family. Now, where were we?” 


I snuggle closer to Stuart, as his lips find mine and our 
desire starts to flame all o’er again. There has been a great 
deal o” pain and heartache, but finally, we hae found our 
happily ever after. 


EPILOGUE 


STUART 


Little Gregor is the image o’ his mother wi’ his auburn curls 
and green eyes, although Alfred says that he does hae ma’ 
nose and ma’ spirit o” adventure, and he certainly keeps 
ma’ old retainer on his toes. The old man is still wi’ us, and I 
wouldnae hae it any other way. O’ course, I offered Alfred 
retirement wi’ a very generous pension as soon as the 
wedding was o’er, but he would no’ dream o’ it, so he lives 
at the castle, and his main duty is spoiling little Gregor, and 
keeping an eye on the new staff that now work for us. 


It is the day o’ ma’ first anniversary, and I hae a special 
surprise for ma’ wife. It is a closely guarded secret, and I 
pretend no’ to ken what day it is. 


Motherhood has only served to enhance the beauty o’ ma’ 
beloved Mhairi, and over the year she has blossomed, her 
nymph-like figure a little fuller, her curves a little rounder, 
and still the most beautiful woman in the world. I canna 
believe it, but I love her more than e'er, and wi’ the bairn, 
our lives are complete. 


She still continues to call me Alex, but only in our 
bedchamber, and although I hae hung up the mask o” the 
Black Ghost, we still find a use for it and Mhairi's appetite 
for the erotic means that she likes me to wear ma” mask in 


bed. She is still ma’ angel and devil, and I count mysel’ the 
luckiest man alive. 


But today I am playing the part o’ a respectable Laird and 
benefactor. Wi’ ma’ newfound wealth I hae been able to 
help the poor folk o’ the area, and already the town is 
feeling the benefit, and today is no exception. Mhairi and I 
are soul mates and share the same sense o’ right and 
wrong, and equality to all men, and she has been a huge 
help to me in working to improve the conditions o’ the poor, 
comforting the sick and visiting the lonely. A true angel. 


But today I hae a surprise for her, a project that I hae been 
working on for nearly a year and that she knows nothing 
about. She thinks we are attending a civic lunch in Fort 
William, and as she dresses, I marvel at her figure. I must 
admit to feeling a little guilty. I hae been so busy o” late wi’ 
ma’ little surprise, that I hae rarely been home, and when I 
hae, I hae been tired and no’ much o’ a husband. Still, the 
waiting is almost over, and the surprise will be worth it. 


As I dress, she walks over to me in her undergarments, 
teasing me. I am sorely tempted, but I must get dressed. 


“Mhairi, ma’ love, we will be late... we dinna hae time to 
play.” 

Despite ma’ protests, she wraps her arms around me, her 
soft fingers caressing ma’ body. 

“But do ye no’ ken what day it is today, Stuart?” 


I try and look non-plussed. “It is Wednesday, is it no’, and 
the day o’ the civic luncheon.” 


Mhairi sighs and I try to move away from her grasp. Ma’ 
cock is already rock hard, but I try to ignore it, and it is only 
the clock chiming eleven on the wall that gi’es me a good 
excuse no’ to ravish her. 


“Ah, saved by the bell. We must be away soon, ma’ love.” 
Mhairi pulls a face and reluctantly lets go o’ me. 
“Now, what did ye say this lunch was all aboot?” 


“Err... it is a charity luncheon... for the poor...” I am no’ 
very good at lying. 


She eyes me warily, “Ye dinnae sound too sure?” 


“Well, I seem to be at the Town Hall so often these days, one 
function is the same as any other.” 


She sits back onto the bed to put on her stockings, her eyes 
still curled wi’ desire. 


“Surely they will no’ miss ye this once. We could stay at 
home, and spend the day in bed?” 


I groan inwardly, any other day I would hae gladly dived 
back into bed, but no’ today... today is different. 


“Sorry, lass. But Ipromised that we would be there.” 


She pulls a face, and for a moment she looks sad, but then 
smiles her beautiful smile and continues to get ready, and 
soon we are on our way, crossing the countryside in our 
open carriage. Gregor is left at home wi’ his nanny and 
Alfred to entertain him. 


Mhairi is unusually quiet in the carriage, and I reach across 
to hold her hand. 


“I hae invited Davina to the lunch today, I thought ye would 
like it?” 


Mhairi smiles. “I would like that. I hae no’ seen her for a 
while. I didnae ken that ye had seen her lately. Is she well?” 


“Aye, she is as bonny as ever. I am surprised that she is no’ 
yet married.” 


Mhairi nods, but does no’ answer and resumes her silent 
musings. I know that she is fretting, thinking that I hae 
forgotten our anniversary, but I hae worked so hard for this 
day to surprise her, that I am sure this deception will all be 
worth it. 


We arrive at the Town Hall, and Davina is waiting for us, the 
girls hug, and I kiss the lass on the cheek. She has been a 
good friend to Mhairi, to both of us, and it will do Mhairi 
good to catch up wi’ her. 


“Now ladies, before lunch I hae something to show Mhairi, 
it is no” far to walk.” 


We step through the streets to the other side o” town. I am 
so excited about ma’ surprise that I dinnae notice Mhairi's 
expression, and by the time we reach our destination and 
turn to speak to her, I notice that her eyes are red and 
bleary. She has been crying. Pulling her to one side, I wrap 
her in ma' arms. 


“Mhairi, what on earth is wrong ma’ love, what has upset 
ye?” 


She shakes her head, and at first willnae speak, but I will 
no’ let it drop until finally, she speaks. 


“Oh, Stuart. Do ye still love me?” 
I laugh at her question. 


“Why, o’ course I love ye, Mhairi. I love ye more than e'er... 
what is all o’ this?” 


She looks up at me, her eyes shining wi’ tears. 


“But ye dinna seem interested in me anymore, ye would 
rather come to a dusty old civic ceremony than spend time 
wi’ me, and ye seem more interested in Davina than in me. I 
ken that I hae put on weight since Gregor was born... do ye 
even ken what day it is today?” 


I hold her in ma’ arms and squeeze her as tightly as I can, 
trying to avoid her question. 


“Oh, Mhairi. I apologize. I suppose I hae been neglecting ye 
this past month, and I hae been working so hard that I hae 
been falling asleep as soon as we go to bed... but I promise 
that ye are more desirable to me now than ever. Come, I 
hae something to show ye.” 


She takes ma’ hand, and I lead her across the street where 
a crowd o’ is waiting in front of a newly constructed 
building. 


She looks at me, a little frown on her face. “What is 
happening, what is this?” 


I kiss her lightly on the lips. 
“Come with me, and ye will find oot.” 


We are just in time, and as the bells chime midday, I lead 
Mhairi up onto a little podium that has been erected in 
front o’ the newly stone-built building, and I turn to address 
the crowd. 


“Ma friends, today is an important day. No’ only is it the day 
when I can reveal ma’ latest project to ye, but it is the day 
o’ ma’ first wedding anniversary. Most o’ ye ken ma’ 
beautiful wife, Mhairi, who has made ma’ life complete, and 
on this special day, I wanted to honour her in a distinct way. 
She thinks that I had forgotten what day it is, and I think 
that for a wee moment I may hae been in the dog house, 


but I was determined to keep this as a surprise for her. 
Forgive me, dearest Mhairi.” 


She looks at me, her face flushed half in embarrassment 
and halfin wonder. 


“For a long time I hae wanted to do something for the poor, 
and I hae the greatest pleasure in opening a home for the 
poor, where those wi’oot food or shelter can find both, 
along wi’ kindness and companionship too. I give ye the 
Mhairi Robinson House. Happy anniversary ma’ love, and 
for making me the happiest man alive.” 


I pull on a cord that reveals a plaque on the wall, and the 
crowd cheers. Ma’ heart sinks as I turn to Mhairi, and she is 
crying. 


“Oh, ma’ love. I am so sorry. I didnae mean to upset ye, it 
was supposed to be a great surprise, but all Iseem to hae 
done is make ye sad. Can ye e’er forgive me?” 


I give her ma’ handkerchief, and for a moment she stands 
and wipes her eyes. 


“Oh, Stuart. I hae been so stupid... there is nothing to 
forgive. I thought that ye had grown bored o’ me, forgotten 
what day it was, but now I understand... now I see what a 
wonderful thing ye hae done in ma’ name. How could I e’er 
hae doubted ye?” 


I kiss her quickly on the lips. 


“Ye daft thing, Mrs Robinson. Now just ye wait until the 
Black Ghost gets ye home, then ye will hae no doubt about 
how much he loves ye... no doubt at all.” 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


STUART 


I pace ootside the bedroom chamber, the wait is almost 
killing me, even though Alfred tells me that I must relax and 
that everything will be alright. The old healer woman from 
the forest kens what she is doing, has delivered hundreds o’ 
bairns in her time. I try and sit down, but every time I hear 
a shout or a yell from ma’ dear wife behind the door, I am 
up once more... walking back and forth and feeling 
completey useless. This will be our second child, a little 
brother or sister for young Gregor, who is now almost five. 


I am no’ on ma’ own in the wait. Thomas Brown, Mhairi’s 
father, stands and smokes a cigar, awaiting his second 
grandchild, almost as proudly as the father. 


Thomas Brown has mellowed o’er the last few years. He 
and Mhairi hae a much better relationship, and it warms 
ma’ heart to see them so close, probably for the first time in 
their lives. 


As we stand waiting, Alfred shuffles past at speed. 


“Excuse me, sir, I canna stop, I am being pursued by young 
Master Gregor.” The poor old chap looks worn oot, but he 
wouldnae hae it any other way. 


“Bang, bang... Alfie deed.” 


Young Gregor skirts around the corner as fast as his little 
legs will carry him, and I recoil in shock. He is holding oot 
two fingers as his gun and pretends to shoot poor Alfred 
dead, but what really shocks me is that he is wearing ma’ 
Black Ghost mask, and pulling along ma’ old bag. I rush 
towards the lad, hoping that Thomas doesnae notice, but I 
am too late, and he runs straight into his Grandfather's 
legs. 


“Well hello, young man, what do ye hae there?” 


Thomas stoops to pick up the lad, and he too looks taken 
aback by the lad's appearance. 


“Well, Inever. Whate’er are ye playing at, laddie?” 


Gregor loves his grandfather and stares wide-eyed wi’ 
innocent eyes. 


“Am the Black Ghost.... bang bang... Grandie deed.” 


I am as shocked as Thomas. I hae ne'er told the lad about 
ma’ former alter-ego, having hung up ma’ mask long before 
he was born. For a moment I am puzzled, then I turn to see 
Alfred looking flustered for the first time in his life. 


“Excuse me, sir. I should take young master Gregor to his 
room, I believe it must be time for his nap?” 


I try to look Alfred in the eye, but he is no’ having it. I see it 
all now... Alfred must hae been telling ma’ son bedtime 
stories. 


The old man leads the boy away, and I feel Thomas’s eyes 
upon me. 


“Well, I never. I thought I had put all o” that behind me? I 
wonder how the lad heard about the Black Ghost? A funny 
sort 0’ a game to be playing. Why he even has the mask and 


a bag o’ loot. Not a particularly good role model for the 
lad?” 


Ma’ old bag lies in the middle o’ the floor, and it brings back 
memories. I havnae laid eyes on it since the night I robbed 
Thomas and Mr Mckay, back near the Old Cross Inn. I make 
a lunge for it, but Thomas beats me to it and picks it up. 


“Well, well, well. The lad even has some treasure... let me 


n 


See... 


He upturns the bag and the few treasures spill oot across 
the floor. There is a silver thimble, a set o’ spoons from the 
dining room, and a golden pin in the shape o’ a thistle... the 
one I took from Thomas all o” those years ago... it must hae 
been in the bag all o’ this time. 


Ma’ father in law recognizes it immediately, and he stoops 
and picks it up, wi’oot saying a word, his face turning a 
strange shade o’ red. 


He coughs, looks at the pin and then at me. 


“It is a funny thing, but we ne'er did find the man that 
brought Mhairi home after her accident... she maintains to 
this day that she has no memory o’ that time. I always did 
suspect that the man that robbed Mhairi and me, and Mr 
McKay was no’ the man we hanged as the Black Ghost, 
although there was no’ doubt that he was the man that shot 
and killed several o” his victims. No, I reckon it was the man 
that stood in ma’ office that day, wearing a black mask, just 
like young Gregor today... I always did wonder what 
happened to him... how his story ended?” 


He stands in front o’ me and looks me squarely in the eye. 


“I always had ma’ suspicions ... what do ye think happened 
to him, Stuart?” 


I run a hand through ma’ greying hair, unsure o” what to 
say. 


“Well, I would hope that the man... gi’en a second chance at 
life... found a good woman to love... hung up his mask... 
settled down wi” his wife and family, and lived happily e'er 
after 0’ course.” 


Thomas Brown narrows his eyes at me, as the cry o' a baby 
rings oot from the bedchamber, and we both stand, staring 
at each other for a few moments before ma” father in law 
speaks. 


“Aye, redemption is a wonderful thing, Stuart. That much I 
hae learned. If a man can see the error o’ his ways and is 
gi'en another chance... then he deserves a happy ending. 
Ye, Mhairi and the boy hae brought a great deal o’ 
happiness into ma’ life. Now, let's forget all this business o’ 
the Black Ghost... leave him buried in the past, and let's go 
and greet the future.” 


Wi’ his hand clasped about ma’ shoulders, we step into the 
bedchamber to meet our new baby girl. She has a mop o’ 
dark hair and blue eyes, just like her father. Mhairi is pale, 
but all is well, and once again ma” heart bursts wi’ pride for 
having such a wonderful wife. 


I sit on the bed by her side, hold her hand and gently kiss 
her. 


“She is a beautiful babe, lass. Hae ye thought o’ any 
names?” 


Despite being tired, Mhairi smiles one o” her impish smiles. 
“I was thinking about Alexandra, after someone I used to 
know.” 


I shake ma’ head and laugh. 


“Aye, itisa good name.” 
We watch as Thomas coo’s o’er his new grandchild. 


“Ma’ father seems happy... ye two must hae spent a long 
time oot there together, what did ye speak about?” 


I smile and kiss her forehead. 


“Oh, this and that... and happy endings.” 
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